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CHRISTMAS CARD ASSORTMENTS 


Hi Eaoy! Ki Fun! 


10 00¢ PROFIT YOU sui: 


Yes, it’s a real thrill—amazingly easy—and 
it’s fun too—to earn plenty of money of your 
own! You just visit friends and neighbors 
and show them the exciting new Wallace 
Brown nationally-advertised Christmas 
Card Box Assortments for 1950! Everyone 
who sees your beautiful samples will want 
to order at once—often three, four, or more 
boxes at a time—and you make a BIG 
CASH PROFIT for yourself on every 
order! Thousands of alert girls all over 
the country earn welcome cash—for 
Christmas and every need—this easy 
way! No experience—no invest- 

ment necessary. Simply mail the coupon below 

and we send you actual samples on approval 

and complete details and equipment so you can 

start earning money of your own at once—and 

keep on earning right up until Christmas! 
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The Glorious New 21-Card “‘Feature’’ Christmas 
Assortment—Folks Want it on Sight! 
Imagine showing your friends and neighbors 21 

gorgeous, extra large size Christmas Cards in a 
beautiful Christmas box—all for only $1.00! The 

moment you open your sample box you'll see 
why folks will be eager to order—and 
you make up to 50c profit on each box! 
Exquisite designs, bright, gay colors, 

clever ideas, and novel features win 

delighted praise—and orders and 

profits for you—everywhere you 

show this exquisite assortment. 


More Than 25 
Thrilling Money-Makers! 


Card Assortments and Gift Items 


LEADERS 


When your Club treasury 
needs money, your mem- 
bers can raise it easily and 
quickly with the Wallace 
Brown Special Group 
Money-Raising Plan. Check 
the coupon and we'll send 
you details of this easy 
way to raise funds for 
camp expenses, supplies, 
equipment and club needs 
of every kind. 


everyone wants! DeLuxe Foil Assort- 
ment, Pageant “Stand-up” Assort- 
ment, Merry Christmas comics, 
“Plastics” Assortment, Gift-Wrap- 
ping Ensemble, many more. Also 
original creations in Personal 
Christmas card with name imprinted 
—in all price ranges. Everyday Card 
Assortments too—16-Card All-occa- 
sion, Birthday, Get-Well, Cute ’n 
Comic, others. Also exciting new 
Children’s Books, Giant Gift Rib- 
bon Ass’t, Imported Floral Napkins, 
and other Gift Items. Mail the coupon 
for samples now. SEND NO MONEY. 














by MARJORIE CINTA 
Carnival Gypsy. By Dorotny GiL- 

MAN Butters. Macrae-Smith Com- 
pany, $2.50. If you had inherited a broken- 
down farm and a barely paying traveling 
carnival, which would you have kept? The 
carnival? That’s exactly what Capri and her 
mother, the still om Francia Maccomb, 
once famous vaudeville star, chose. To Cap, 
carefully protected from show business and 
abnormally sheltered in her life on the farm, 
the noise, glitter, and excitement of the 
carnival were sheer magic. It was strange, 
though, that the carnival books never showed 
a profit, although the obsequious manager, 
Mr. Sabo, wanted to buy the show, and 
queer that unusual accidents and legal tan- 
gles kept occurring. It took the best efforts 
of Capri and her assorted collection of new 
friends—Doc Boone, mechanic; his mother, 
Madame Zela, the tortuneteller; Mr. Gay- 
feather, the man who bought the farm; and 
Matt Lincoln, the boy who wanted to be- 
come an acrobat—to keep the carnival going. 
In a setting of carnival life, with the flavor 
of carnival jargon and characters, and the 
suspense of a mystery, here is the same flair 
for amusing characterizations and situations 
which made this author's first book, “En- 
chanted Caravan,” such a treat. 


ew) Pocketful of Feathers. By MADELEINE 

M. Myers. The Westminster Press, 
$2.50. While her mother is caring for her 
father, recuperating in California, Thistle 
Jones and her lively younger sister, Patricia, 
are spending what looks like their last va- 
cation at beloved Teacup Hill, the Jones’ 
summer place. Teacup Hill is such a de- 
lightful spot, it’s easy to understand why 
Thistle feels that nothing will ever be the 
same again if the dread sale takes place. 
But even with the help of Tony, a supremely 
confident and enterprising young man, it 
doesn’t seem possible that the girls can earn 
enough money to pay the taxes and save the 
Hill. Their first ideas are duds, and it isn’t 
until fisherman Tony sees possibilities in 
the beautiful flies Thistle’s father had taught 
her to tie that there is any hope at all. You 
can almost taste summer in the country in 
this story; the young people are resourceful 
and alive; and there is plenty of suspense 
and interest connected with Thistle’s novel 
venture, Fly-Tying, Inc. 


Vee) Gypsy Melody. By CHESLEY Kan- 

MANN. Random House, $2.50. The 
Gypsy world of music, color, laughter, and 
campfires under the stars was the only one 
for Reni. The cold, hostile Gajo (non- 
Gypsy) world was an enemy to be fought 
and tricked at every turn. How could she 
understand Kashi’s deep conviction that 
Gypsy and Gajo should learn to understand 
one another? All Reni asked was the open 
road and a chance to use her quick wits 

(Continued on page 50) 
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Heres Miawelous. Deodorant News./ 





New finer Mum 


















New Protection! Let the magic of new 
Mum protect you—better, longer. For to- 
day’s Mum, with wonder-working M-3, 
sately protects against bacteria that cause 
underarm perspiration odor. Mum never 
merely “masks” odor—simply doesn’t give 
it a chance to start. 


New Creaminess! Mum is softer, cream- 
ier than ever. As gentle as a beauty cream. 
Smooths on easily, doesn’t cake. And 
Mum is non-irritating to skin because it 
contains no harsh ingredients. Will not 
rot or discolor finest fabrics. 


New Fragrance! Even Mum's new per- 
fume is special—a delicate flower fragrance 
created for Mum alone. This delightful 
cream deodorant contains no water to dry 
out or decrease its efficiency. Economical 
—no shrinkage, no waste. 


fective longor |! 








Mum’s protection grows and GROWS! 
Thanks to its new ingredient, M-3, 
Mum not only stops growth of odor- 
cansing bacteria—but keeps down 
future bacteria growth. You actually 
build up protection with regular ex- 
clusive use of new Mum! 


Now at your cosmetic counter! 
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New AOA 
Cam deodorant” 


A PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS 
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Christmas Cards 


Earn EXTRACASE 


You offer extra-large Christ- 
mas folders with lovely EX- 
CLUSIVE designs for as low 
as 50 for $1 WITH NAME 
IMPRINTED. Everybody 
buys! Big money is yours 
just from showing FREE 
SAMPLES after school - 
on Saturdays! You make 
$50.00 CASH when you sell [iueenebmeennda 
only 100 new $1.00 Assort- Bi@al iB a0 7-35 
ments. Big line offers 101 CA 
and more Christmas and _ 

BIG CASH BONUS! A@ieielidld 
In addition to generous cash 
up to 6% vo your regular 10] 
earnings. YOUR SALES ARE 

CLUBS! GROUPS! 

Use This Plan, Too! [iene 
Complete instructions FREE. 
Send: today for FREE SAM- 
approval. ACT NOW! 
e 























Everyday self-sellers! 5 0 FOR 7 | 
Extral Extra! 

profits an amazingly liberal 

EXTRA CASH BONUS adds 

GUARANTEED under sensa- FV S[om 101-4 3 
tional money-back guarantee! EAST 
Members have fun taking 

orders. Your treasury grows! 

PLES of Name-Imprinted lines 

and Sample Assortments on 


1400 State Ave., Dept. S-10 GY WV iT Jas; 
Cincinnati 14, Ohio NOW! 





CARDINAL CRAFTSMEN, 1400 State Ave. 
Dept. S-10, Cincinnati 14, Ohio 

| (we) want to earn EXTRA MONEY! Rush 
FREE Name-imprinted Samples and Assort- 
ments on approval. 
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of full summer. Through her sandals, the grass felt wet and cool. 

After two days of rain, the world about her was jungle green; 
the earth, rich brown. Below the cliff the washed-blue lake water sparkled 
a welcome to the sun. 

Up here there was no battle to be won or lost. The reach of lawn between 
cottage and lake was a sort of quiet rest area behind the front. She could 
stretch out here with only the red hollyhocks for company and soak in the 
sight, the smell, the feel of high summer. But hollyhocks, she had learned, 
could be lonely companions, so she resolutely turned her back on them and 
faced the lake where she would fight her battle. 

She smiled just a little as she swung the striped beachbag over her 

shoulder. She imagined how startled the summer colony would be : 
over her idea of the strip of beach as a battlefield. And who but a 
she would regard the float in the lake as a no man’s land? pot 

The cabafia on the beach was a jaunty zigzag of green and 
chartreuse canvas against the white sand. The float was 

peopled with little figures in gay suits—puppet figures 


Mae stood on the lawn, reveling for a moment in the sensations 


Hy, 
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Martha ould see herself elearly as she 
walked across the sand, If only she 
‘had met anyone but Jeremy’s girl 
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from here, who jumped and dodged until the float tilted, 
dumping them into churned water. 

Each step she took shortened the distance between her and 
the beach. Her left leg dragged only imperceptibly as she 
moved across the lawn, across the dirt path down the cliff, 
across the sand. She could see herself as clearly as though 
she were walking along an avenue lined with reflecting plate- 
glass windows. Dark brown hair that was mistaken for black 
except when the sun turned it to ruddy chestnut. Short, 
straight hair with bangs cut across the inverted triangle of 
her face. Medium height and a figure that was well-molded 
except for the dragging left leg that had been attacked by 
polio on just such a summer day three years ago. Her clam 
diggers camouflaged her almost to normalcy. Why then this 
compulsion to expose the leg nakedly to the world? 

There was no stopping now. She herself had painstakingly 
mapped out this battle. At this lake she loved, the enemy had 
first struck. It had seemed inevitable that at the lake she must 
worst the enemy. 

“Hello!” 

Startled, Martha turned toward the intruding voice. Mimi 
stood beside her. The shock of seeing Mimi in the flesh for the 
first time since June was unnerving. This was the Mimi 
Martha’s memory and imagination had reduced to a pale 
shadow of a girl—this Mimi whose green suit cried insistent 
attention to the full figure it allegedly covered, whose tossed 
auburn hair was lit to flame by the sun. 

“Well, I certainly didn’t expect to see you at the lake this 
year,” Mimi exclaimed. 

This year, or any year, Martha thought. Even Mimi, who 
wasn't very perceptive, finally must have seen through 
Martha’s flimsy excuses for staying away. She tried to make 
her voice casual. 

“I thought I owed myself a vacation between summer 
school and the fall term.’ 

Mimi's interest in Martha was short-lived. 

“When's Jeremy soung out?” she questioned eagerly. 
“Did you see anything of him in summer school?” 

In summer er and out, Martha thought. And what 
would you say, Mimi, if you knew I had made a friend of a 
boy you considered your property? “He'll be out as soon as 
he gets his marks,” she answered aloud, and heard the sudden 
flatness in her own voice. Sure Jeremy had walked her home 
from school occasionally. And yes, he had dropped by on the 
long hot evenings to do homework with her, staying on to 
listen to records and have a cold drink. But Mimi had been 
away, and a mind accustomed to flights into fancy could 
make much of so very little! 

Mimi's eyes rested questioningly on Martha’s beachbag. 





er ° § felt the way 

“Tll see you at the float,” she mumbled huskily. She wanted 
to run from Mimi, but she had to walk slowly, careful lest 
The Leg betray her. 

Inside the cabafia, Martha checked herself angrily. She 
was not to think of it as The Leg. That belonged to the era 
when she had retreated into herself with maudlin self-pity. 
It was just a leg—any leg that had been attacked by paralysis. 
Out from the beachbag she pulled the new bathing suit that 
she had selected when her confidence was full. A feminine 
bathing suit and a revealing one. She could have put it on 
back at the cottage, but she had permitted herself that bit of 
cow: reprieve. 


She dressed slowly because nervousness had reduced her 


to clumsiness. If only she hadn’t met Mimi—anyone but 


Illustrated 
by 
Jehn A. Fernie 


extra her haste gave her. She was at the sand’s edge. 
The chill of the water sent her hurrying to waist 
depth where she could plunge in and swim. 

Now everything was all right. All winter she had been 
learning to swim again, learning to propel herself swiftly and 
satisfyingly through the water. The private swimming lessons 
had started as physical therapy, but with the approach of 
summer Martha had endowed them with a special significance 
because of Jeremy. If she could again swim as well as she 
once had, might be able to face the lake. If she could 
face the lake, perhaps the budding friendship would have a 
chance to bloom. 

Her arms flashed out of the water powerfully; her head, 
sleek and black now, turned rhythmically. Her body felt 
wonderfully light and strong. With the mar she was putting 
behind her the memory of pain in her leg and in her heart. 
Stroke! And forget the day she had sat on the front steps with 
her brother Joe after the final cast was removed, and Joe had 
whispered unthinkingly when a pretty girl passed, “Mmm, 
some gams!” before his stricken eyes had turned back to 
Martha. Stroke! And leave behind the awful dawning under- 
standing of just how much had happened to her—how much 
she had lost. 

Not all the bromides people had repeated to her had been 
able to check her descent into despair. Some paralysis victims 
couldn’t walk. Some were really deformed. Mother, gently 
chiding, had said, “Everyone has a cross to bear,” and Martha 
had answered wildly, “But I have to walk on mine!” 

Drown in lake waters the recollection of her retreat from 
friends, from family—the retreat to books, to keeping a diary, 
to filling endless sketchbooks. Shutting out everyone with a 
chi ide that said: mine is a finer spirit, aloof from ordi 
aun who have not been tried (Continued on page 46) 











as it would go and gingerly ex- 

tended the carrot by its green top. 
If only she could stop her hand from 
trembling long enough for old Tony to 
bite off a piece of carrot, and leave her 
hand unchewed, maybe she could over- 
come this horrible fear of horses. And 
Brahma bulls. And shorthorns. And— But 
there was no use. As long as she was 
Scaredy-cat Turner, she would always be 
a dude. 

Then, creak, creaee, the stable door 
squeaked open, and in walked O. J., 
looking more than ever like Gary Cooper. 

“Well, if it isn’t Miss Pauline Urdell 
Turner,” the tall, young Texan said. 
“Don't tell me New Yorkers rise and shine 
this early?” 

“Oh, good morning. I mean—uh—how- 
dy,” stammered Pauline, her gray-green 
eyes refusing to lift above the level of 
the horse’s nose. “I—I wanted to watch 
the sun come up. I still haven't got used 
to these super Texas sunrises.” 

Suddenly remembering the carrot 
clenched in her fist, she began to munch 
on it furiously. 

O. J. eyed her and the unscraped car- 
rot suspiciously. “You always breakfast 
on raw carrots and watch the sunrise in 
a stable?” 

“What are you doing up so early your- 
self?” Pauline countered, struggling to re- 
gain the poise she had worked so hard for 
the last sixteen years to develop. “There’s 
no work today. Remember? Today’s the 
rodeo.” 

“Look, Hop-a-long,” O. J. said, “just 
because you're not riding in the rodeo, 
don’t think there’s nothing to be done. If 
I'm going to win the Golden Spurs on 
Copper this afternoon, I have to make 
sure she’s in top-notch shape. Or take 
Tony out of retirement.” He walked over 
to the stall and rubbed Tony’s nose while 
the old work horse nuzzled lovingly up 
to him. “How would you like that, boy?” 

Pauline sighed faintly. If only she could 
pat Tony’s nose like that. Everything was 
so easy, the way O. J. did it. Even Uncle 
Ed, on whose ranch she was spending 
the summer, said O. J. was one of the 
best cowhands he had ever had, and he 
would be sorry when the boy left for his 
sophomore year at Texas Aggie. 

“Boy, wait till Copper gets a look at 
that shirt of yours,” O. J. said. “She'll be 
scared half to death!” He slapped his 
faded levis and chuckled as though Paul- 
ine’s bright red blouse was the funniest 
thing he had ever laid his eyes on. 

Pauline gave him a withering glance 
and tucked her shirttail more securely 
into her smart dungarees, but O. J. kept 
on chuckling. She knew her clothes were 
wrong. All of them. They had seemed so 
adorable and western when she had 
bought them in the Bar-None Shop of a 
Fifth Avenue store, but now, here on the 
ranch, they spelled d-u-d-e, with a cap- 
ital D. 

“Far be it from me to upset equine 
equilibrium,” Pauline said, hanging icicles 


Pe stretched out her arm as far 
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by LILLIAN THALENFELD 


Illustrated by Fred Irvin 





on her words. “I'll wait by the door.” It 
was much safer ree | there anyway, 
away from Copper’s hoofs that could kick, 
and her tail that could swish a mean 
sting. 

O. J. walked down between the rows 
of stalls with their pungent yet strangely 
sweet odors, his boots clomping pleas- 
antly on the rough wood floor, until he 
reached the stall with the silver spurs 
engraved “Oscar James Pace” hanging 
over it. Copper whinied softly when she 
saw him. Carefully O. J. examined the 
cow pony. 

“How is she?” Pauline called. 

He came out of the stall toward her, a 
happy grin spreading across his lean, 
tanned face. “Fine, just fine. And you 





know what? We won those silver spurs at 
the rodeo last year—little ole Copper and 
me—and now we're after the gold ones. 
Wahoo!” 

Grabbing Pauline by the studded 
leather belt that circled the waist of her 
slim jeans, he whirled her around until 
her smooth page boy collapsed in a mass 
of ash-blond curls. “Swing your partner 
to the left,” he sang out merrily. “Hey, 
I'm starved. Let’s go rustle some grub.” 

At least somebody’s happy, thought 
Pauline, as they walked up the dirt path 
leading from the stable to the rambling 
white house with its lazy windmill tow- 
ering behind. O. J. would have danced 
with old Tony, he was so glad nothing 
was wrong with Copper. Viciously she 
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How could a dude like the horse-shy Pauline 
help O. J. win the coveted Golden Spurs? 


Jaki. 


kicked a stone in the walk with the toe 
of her brown tooled-leather boot. Every- 
one would be riding in the rodeo, except 
herself—Perilous Pauline. She sniffed the 
comforting fragrance of pancakes and 
melting butter, boiling coffee, and siz- 
zling bacon that drifted down to them 
from the kitchen. Well, she could drown 
her sorrows in a river of maple syrup. 

The slam of the screen door shattered 
her reverie and she looked up to see her 
cousin, Billie Mae, come tearing out of 
the house. 

“O. J., O. J.!” she yelled at the top of 
her lungs, her short black curls bouncing 
as she hurdled the low split-rail fence in 
front of the ranch house. “Something ter- 


rible has happened!” 
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Was it a stampede, Pauline wondered, 
or cattle rustlers? But O. J. seemed not 
the least bit ruffled. 

“What’s the matter?” he drawled tol- 
erantly, as though Billie Mae were an 
amusing child instead of the most popu- 
lar girl from here practically to the bor- 
der. “Did the hot cakes burn?” 

Billie Mae frowned impatiently. “Don’t 
be a goon, O. J. This is really bad news. 
Mrs. Stevens just phoned that Jo Lee has 
sprained her ankle. She'll be okay, but 
what will you do now?” 

The smile ce disappeared from 


O. J.’s lips, and Pauline watched his fore- 
head settle in tight furrows of disap- 
pointment. “Are you sure Jo Lee is all 
right?” he asked after a moment. 


Terrified by the angry bull, Pauline lost her 
balance and sprawled headlong in the dust 


“Yes, of course she is. But she feels 
simply terrible because she can’t be your 
partner in the wild-cow milking contest 
today. She was so sure you would win the 
Golden Spurs, but if you don’t have a 
partner for the wild-cow milking, you'll 
be disqualified. And where can you find 
another partner now? Oh, I wish I hadn’t 
already promised to be Hank’s partner.” 

O. J. hoisted his tight-fitting pants up 
another notch and took a deep breath. 
“Guess I won't be in the rodeo, that’s all. 
I'll sit on the rail and root for you and 
Hank.” He forced a bleak smile. 

“For heaven’s sake, O. J.,” Pauline 
said, a quiver of fear twitching along her 
back, “you mean you were actually going 
to milk a wild cow? But how?” 

“Yikes!” moaned the lanky cowboy, 
sinking down on the parched grass by 
the path as though pierced to the heart. 
“A real dyed-in-the-wool dude! Why, 
shoot, there’s nothing to it. All I do is 
race Copper after the bucking wild cow 
when she comes tearing out of the chute, 
and then, casual-like, I lean over in my 
saddle and, hanging on by one stirrup— 
only one, mind you—I milk her while 
she’s cavorting and kicking up a fuss 
around the arena. Shucks, it’s easier than 
taking candy from a baby.” 

Pauline stared, open-mouthed. 

But Billie Mae yawned in a bored sort 
of way. “Aren’t you wonderful,” she said 
in a flat voice, as though she were order- 
ing a bag of feed. “Now tell Paully how 
you really do it.” 

“Well,” O. J. said unabashed, sitting 
up and folding his long legs under him, 
“here’s how I do it according to the 
tenderfoot rules of the rodeo. I lasso the 
wild cow when she ripsnorts out of the 
chute. The other end of the lasso is tied 
to Copper, and she pulls the rope tight 
so the cow can’t get away, while I hop 
down and fill a pop bottle with wild moo 
juice. Then my partner comes running in, 
grabs the bottle, and scoots back to the 
judges’ stand without spilling a drop. We 
aim to beat last year’s time of fifty-seven 
seconds. But now I haven't a partner.” 

This was it. This was Pauline’s made- 
to-order, heaven-sent, golden opportun- 
ity. She could be in the rodeo, too. Just 
carry a bottle. Not even touch a horse, 
let alone ride one. And if they won, and 
O. J. got his Golden Spurs, he'd be so 
proud he would never call her a dude 
again. She could feel the excitement ris- 
ing feverishly in her. 

“O. J., let me be your partner,” the 
words rushed out. “I mean—uh—pardner.” 

He looked her over and shook his 
head dejectedly. “Nope, the idea’s to 
break the record, not double it. You've 
never even seen a rodeo, much less been 
in one.” 

Billie Mae stamped her scuffed boot in 
the dirt irritably. “Why don’t you give 
her a chance? (Continued on page 29) 
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The Abbé de Vermond was perhaps too sympathetic 








oHntoinatte 


by MARGUERITE VANCE 


Marie Antoinette stared in amazement. So this. was 
the “handsome prince” Mama Empress had described! 
































NTONIA leaned back and closed her eyes. The heavy 
Aine bonnet had made her neck stiff, and she 
longed to take it off; to remove the earrings that 
pulled her ears so cruelly; to stop, if she could, the dull ache “Do not touch me, mon frére,” she commanded, laughing 
of homesickness that was threatening to nauseate her. 

Perhaps if she could concentrate on something she would 
be able to shut out thoughts of Vienna, of Schénbrunn, its 
fountains sparkling in the May sunshine. Perhaps she could 
even put aside the dread of meeting the Bourbon family 
awaiting her across the French border. 

Tears of weariness began sliding down her cheeks. The 
Archduchess cast a quick glance at her two traveling com- 
panions and carefully whisked the infuriating tears away. An 
Archduchess never wept. 

She need not have worried. Across from her, the Abbé de 
Vermond nodded over his breviary. Beside her, the Countess 
von Lerchenfeld had her mind on other matters. 

As the gilt and crystal coach rolled deeper into the moun- 
tains, Antonia thought of a May morning at Schénbrunn 
three years ago. She had been given a puppy of her own that 
morning and still remembered chasing through the palace 
garden after it. Her governess had called after her, “Your 
Highness, no running, please! Fritzchen will not be lost, I 
promise you. And you know as well as I that Her Majesty, 
Mamma ‘Empre ss, would be very displeased if she saw you 
running and shouting as no royal lady shou!d. Ah, here comes 
unser Stockel with Fritzchen, safe and sound.” 

The Hapsburg children all loved old Stockel—to them he 
was “unser Stockel,” our Stockel—and he adored them. Now 
here he was, bobbing, smiling; and safe in the crook of his 
arm, the whimpering, wriggling puppy. 
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“Oh, danke, danke sehr, Stockel,” Antonia cried, reaching 
for the puppy. 

Just then a page from the palace approached the little 
group. “Her Majesty requests that the Archduchess Maria 
Antonia come to her cabinet at once,” he told the governess. 

A less maternal queen than Maria Theresa, Empress Queen 
of Austria and Hungary, never wore a crown. The mother of 
sixteen children—Antonia was the fifteenth—she hailed the 
birth of each only as the potential means to another inter- 
national alliance. Meetings between the mother and her 
children were so rare that the page’s announcement aroused 
a sense of uneasiness. What was to come, Antonia wondered? 

The Empress greeted her daughter with a warm and charm- 
ing smile. “Antonia,” her voice was unusually gentle, “we 
sent for you to tell you something of utmost importance to 
you and to your country. His Most Christian Majesty, Louis 





The Austrian belongings were removed, and 
Antoinette was clothed in French attire 


Fifteenth of France has made it clear that he looks favorably 
upon an alliance between the Bourbons and the Hapsburgs. 
He clearly implies that a betrothal between his grandson, 
the Dauphin, and you, my child, may be considered an 
accomplished fact.” 

Antonia closed her eyes for an instant, then _ i them 
to find her mother’s blue gaze boring down upon her. 

“Think of it, kindchen,” the sharp voice insisted, “you, my 
youngest girl child, will one day call Versailles, the most 
beautiful palace in all Europe, your home! One day, God 
willing, you will be Queen of France!” 

The Archduchess continued to stare at her mother, and the 
Empress waited with a bright, fixed smile. 

“If you are pleased, Mamma Empress, then I, too, am glad,” 
Antonia answered quietly, then added rashly, “This Louis— 
this Dauphin—is he very old?” The question leaped 
from her, though etiquette strictly forbade it. 

“No, Antonchen, Louis is a youth, one year older 
than you; a fine handsome young prince who will make 
a good husband.” 

Antonia’s heavy bonnet shifted a little in the rock- 
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Here was the runaway puppy—safe and 
sound—rescued by faithful old Stockel 


ing coach, and she pushed it back in place. This interview 
had taken place just three years ago, in the spring before 
her twelfth birthday, yet she still recalled it vividly. 


TT? Empress had considered the betrothal certain when 
she told her daughter of it, but over two years passed 
before the formal proposal, duly beribboned and _ sealed, 
arrived. From the moment of its arrival in 1769, little 
Antonia’s training began. 

Maria Theresa, intensely proud, and uncomfortably con- 
scious of the low estimate in which France held everything 
not French, was determined that her daughter should be more 
French than the French themselves. 

So from Paris came dancing masters and hairdressers, 
diction teachers and dentists. The Countess von Lerchenfeld, 
whose job it was to train the Hapsburg Archduchesses in 
deportment and procedure before their marriages to foreign 
monarchs, concentrated her efforts on Antonia. She was strict, 
unimaginative, and unpopular with her pupils, but her sole 
motive was to prepare her charges so well for their duties 
that their lives in new and often difficult environments would 
run smoothly and their subjects would love and respect them. 
Antonia spoke, read, thought French. Quite casually Maria 
Theresa now addressed her as Antoinette. Antonia and 
Antonchen were put away like last year’s bonnets. In the 
midst of all this splendid hubbub the bewildered girl longed 
for someone to talk to who understood her panic, her longing 
to cling to familiar things. 

As if in answer to her need, there arrived from France her 
new history teacher and confessor, the Abbé de Vermond. 
Of humble origin, the Abbé was quick to make the most of 
his good fortune. He was no scoundrel but simply an oppor- 
tunist. In the end, however, and quite unconsciously he con- 
tributed much to the eventual tragedy of Marie Antoinette. 

When he arrived at Schénbrunn he found a child who 
resented being forced into new ways, a child who wanted 
sympathy. The surest way to hold this sweet young girl’s 
confidence—and through it his position—was to agree with her 
whenever possible. And this he did. 

The weeks, the months of preparation and rehearsal passed. 

The wedding day was set for May 16th, 1770. In her high 
teetering coach of gilt and crystal, a gift from Louis XV, the 
Archduchess set out for France, a (Continued on page 44) 


The youthful adventures and innocent esca- 
pades of a girl who became Queen of France 
shortly before she was nineteen years old 












ing, and you wish you knew 


S' THE OLE swimmin’ hole is call- 


more about your favorite sport? by GORINNE? FRE 


You yearn for better form and more 

speed, would love to dive gracefully 

without getting your sinuses full of 

water? Here is some of the information 

youre seeking—right from a former 

Olympic star who is now a swimming 

instructor. And two others, a multi- 

record-holder, now in a famous water / 

ballet, and the youngest Junior Na- 

tional title-winner in America, will tell f 

you how they got that way. —~ 
Let’s hear first from Ethel McGary ba 


F 
f j 


who was a distance swimmer on an ee EL 


Olympic team and held the National 
Long Distance Championship for nine 
years, as well as world records and 
national titles in all distances from a 
quarter-mile to a mile. She is now 
senior swimming instructor in the De- 
partment of Physical Education, 
Hunter College, New York. 

Miss McGary offers these suggestions for improving your 
swimming form and having more fun in the water. 

“Develop your first stroke for a minimum nonstop distance 
of four lengths of the pool (100 yards) and a maximum of 
eighteen lengths (% mile) before taking up a second stroke. 
Then you will have a nice skill, provided you get initial in- 
struction on the proper form. Forget speed while practicing 
to reach your minimum goal; think only of form and correct 
breathing. The very practice will develop your speed and 
your lung capacity. 

“What stroke should you learn first? Try the one that comes 
most naturally to you. Beginners usually want to learn the 
craw] and it is a fine stroke to master, undoubtedly the speed- 
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Three experts give you tips 
on how to be a better swimmer 
and have more fun in the water 


World Wide Photo 


Champion Reba Kennedy, now 
a professional swimming star 


Wy 


a 


iest. But when it comes to saving your 
life or just swimming with the gang, 
for that matter, any stroke you de- 
velop will serve you well.” 

So much for general tips. Miss 
McGary also has a few specific sug- 
gestions on how to improve your 
swimming form. They are applicable 
to any stroke you may choose, except 
for the breathing exercise which will 


~~ differ in obvious ways if you like to 
. swim with your head always above 
water. Miss McGary suggests that you 

& take these steps in the following order: 


Breathing. Stand in water waist- 
deep, bending forward at the hips. 
Put your face in the water, then turn 
your head to one side and take in the 
air through your open mouth. Close 
your mouth, hold your breath, and 
roll your face back into the water. 
Now, under water, expel the air 
through both nose and mouth. Repeat 
until you do it naturally and rhythm- 
ically. This new breathing technique is important. Swimming 
instructors used to tell you to expel your breath through the 
nose only. The new way relieves pressure on nose and ears and 
lessens the danger of inner ear trouble which once plagued 
many expert swimmers. 

The Leg Kick. Hold on to a kick board, the side of the pool, or 
an inflated tube or a float, facing shore or pool’s edge and, with 
legs extended straight behind you, kick from the hips. Your kick 
will differ with each stroke: the crawl requires a rapid paddle 
kick; the breast stroke, a froglike kick, and the side stroke, the 
scissors kick. But in all three, you kigi{from the hips. If you 
kick by seeing how far 
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Now combine the kick with the breathing exercise, still 
holding on to something. 

The Arm Stroke. If you don’t have an instructor, ask a member 
of your family or a friend to help you when you enter the 
water. But practice on dry land first. Go through the motions 
until you feel they are rhythmic and correctly executed. For the 
crawl, it’s a hand-over-hand arm motion; for the breast stroke, 
the froglike motion; for the side stroke, it’s a push-and-pull 
motion. 

Co-ordinate arm motions with breathing exercise, walking 
or standing in shallow water. 

The Complete Stroke. Practice your chosen stroke first in 
shallow water. When you can swim unaided four to six times 
the width of the pool, then try — in deep water. The 
crawl stroke is the most difficult to co-ordinate, because of the 
difference in timing between arm and leg motion. Practice 
will, in time, give you a well-co-ordinated stroke. 


of advice concerns the time to learn. 

“Don’t start until you are a strong swimmer,” she 
cautions, “and only with the aid of an instructor or other strong 
swimmer. Always wear a cap or earplugs when diving. I prefer 
a cap. It keeps both ears and hair dry, and lessens pressure and 
the impact of water on the head.” 

The best place to learn to dive is a swimming pool—taking the 
plunge from the water’s edge at the deep end. You may, how- 
ever, sometimes find conditions favorable for practice diving at a 
lake or other calm body of water—taking off from a low dock, a 
flat rock at the water's edge, or a float. Wherever you dive, be 


N* FOR some tips on diving. Miss McGary’s first word 
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sure the water is deep enough and is free from rocks and other 
dangerous obstacles. 

Here’s how, step by step, Miss McGary teaches Hunter 
College divers: 

1. Sit at water's edge. Hold arms overhead, palms front, fin- 
gers close together, thumbs locked. Then reach for the water 
and roll in. Try for depth, keeping the body straight and re- 
membering to hold your breath until you have surfaced. Prac- 
tice diving from this sitting position until you feel confident. 
You can increase your breath-holding capacity by practicing it 
on land before you begin your diving lessons. 

2. Kneel on one knee at water’s edge, extending the other leg 
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back. Bend forward, arms overhead as before, and roll in. Prac- 
tice until you cut water clean and are at ease. 

3. Stand, arms overhead. Bend forward and, as you feel 
yourself losing balance, give an easy push with your feet. Try 
for depth, and avoid flattening out as you enter the water. 

4. Try a complete standing dive from water’s edge, body 
erect, feet close together, legs straight, arms extended above 
head (covering ears), palms out, fingers close together. Push 
with feet, then lean forward and drop. Point toes while in air 
and enter water fingertips first, the rest of the body following 
in a straight line. Try for depth. 

Miss McGary warns, “Only after you are a good diver will it 
be safe to try taking off from a springboard. Otherwise, you 
may injure yourself seriously. Pacing and the rhythmic jump, 
practiced on land, help to perfect the form of your dive, since 
they develop muscular co-ordination as well as rhythm. Learn 
to take those three measured steps and make the jump long 
before you think of going out on a springboard.” 

How many dives make a diver? Miss McGary has been figur- 
ing that one for years. 

“Diving is a complex skill and requires a lot of practice,” 
she reminds you, “I should say between fifty and one hundred 
dives will give you a good 
start! But the beginner should 
attempt no more than ten 
jumps a lesson. The number 
may be increased by five a 
week, until the diver works 
up to forty dives a day.” 

Do you enjoy water games? 
Ethel McGary offers these 
suggestions for playtime. 

(Continued on page 48) 


Ethel McGary 









Above: Any number can 
play volleyball in the water 


Right: Carole Giardine— 
twelve-year-old champion 
—says practice does _ it 
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Illustrated by Paul Burns 


PART FIVE 


slow to recover. She was so deeply hurt, she couldn't 

bring herself to talk about it with her father. She 
listened without comment when he did try to explain the 
reasons for his action. Then, hurt in his turn, he withdrew, 
and the breach between them widened. 

It seemed to Gail that hardly anyone had shared her dream 
of what Daystar might come to mean in the life of the town. 
And now that it was closed, she imagined that few really 
missed it, either in the Northport or Pontatuck groups. 

She worked with Connie on The Chatterbox, and took 
long walks or drives by herself, avoicing her friends as much 
as possible. 

One afternoon she and Connie were working after school. 
Connie corrected the last misspelled word in the final news 
item and threw the blue pencil down on the desk. She 
watched Gail gather up the copy and place it in the folder 
on the faculty adviser’s desk. 

“We just made it,” Gail said. “Press day tomorrow.” 

Connie powdered her nose, but all the time she kept one 
eye and all her thoughts on Gail. She seemed so different 
since Daystar had closed. Sort of sad, and liking to be alone 
with her own thoughts. She acts almost as if she’d lost her 
best beau, Connie thought. I wish she wouldn't take it so hard. 

Gail buttoned up her raincoat and pulled the hood over her 
gold-brown hair. “Well, so long, Connie.” She gave a gay 
little wave, but her deep blue eyes remained unsmiling. “By 
the way, Bruce is down there in the schoolyard waiting for 
you. It’s raining, so don’t dawdle too long.” 

Connie slipped into her raincoat. As she tied her bandanna 
over her head, she thought, where’ll we go this afternoon? 
They couldn’t walk out into the country the way they some- 
times did on fine days. The Bradley Drugstore and the Bean- 
pot would be jammed to the door with kids who had no other 


Te CLOSING of Daystar was a blow from which Gail was 
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place to go. Her own home was usually overrun with neigh- 
bors and friends—the small Agrestas begging Mom for cookies; 
Salvatore’s clients waiting for him at home. 

It began to rain harder as she ran across the schoolyard to 
meet Bruce. Then he was smiling down at her, and it didn’t 
matter that it was raining and they had no place to go so long 
as they were together. They turned toward the Pontatuck 
River. Walking in the rain with a hint of spring in the air 
made them seem especially close. She loved it, even though 
her shoes and socks were soon soaking wet. 

Bruce noticed it and said, “Hey, why didn’t you tell me? 
Let’s run for the covered bridge.” Under cover, they found a 
couple of wooden crates and set down. Bruce watched her 
wring the water from her bandanna. 

“Connie, all day I kept thinking about seeing you this after- 
noon, about walking home and talking over the hundred little 
things that happened at school.” 

She thought: So did I. But I mustn’t betray too much. He'll 
think I’m a silly, romantic girl. 

He moved closer. “You know which afternoon I liked best?” 
She shook her head. “When we hiked out Brookfield Center 
way and sat on that old stone wall, and you read me some of 
the poems from the book you'd taken out for English.” 

She carefully folded the damp bandanna into a small tri- 
angle and smoothed it out on her lap. 

His gray eyes crinkled up in the smile that so often haunted 
her. “Know something, Connie? High school’s fun this year on 
account of you.” 

She got up and stood looking out at the rain beating down 





Tue Story So Far 


“Is it fair to become friendly with Connie Ciminelli when you 
know she won't be accepted by your country-club crowd?” Austin 
Bennett asked his daughter Gail, when he forbade her to drive to 
Pontatuck, the Italian section of Northport. To keep Connie's 
friendship, Gail launched Daystar, a youth center, where all 
students could get together. Vito Daddona, embittered by real and 
fancied slights, created an ugly scene by declaring he had over- 
heard Austin Bennett say he did not want his daughter to associate 
with anyone from Pontatuck. Salvatore Ciminelli made a house 
available and Gail, as chairman, appointed one Pontatuck and one 
Northport boy and girl on each Daystar committee. Working to- 
gether to prepare for a Thanksgiving housewarming, Connie and 
Bruce Wheeler, son of an old Yankee family, became friends, but 
Connie’s mother wanted her to go out only with Pontatuck boys. 
The Daystar party was a huge success, except for catty jibes at 
Connie by Lisbeth Mallory, Bruce’s former girl friend, and Gail's 
spirited defense which caused her friend, Doug, to remark, “Lis 
will never rest till she gets even with you for a crack like that.” 
Sure enough, Lisbeth retaliated by spreading gossip which caused 
Austin Bennett to buy the building and close the center. 
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Without hesitation, Gail stepped forward into the are of light, her expression serious but unafraid 











on the river. Bruce joined her. “What’s wrong, Connie?” 

“Nothing. Only next year I’m going to a girls’ college and 
you'll be in New Hampshire. We won't see each other.” 

He grabbed her hands and swung her around to face him. 
“Sure we'll see each other. You'll come to football games, and 
I'll go down to your school for at least one week end—if you 
invite me.” She had to smile at that. “And there'll be vaca- 
tions. Christmas we'll have two weeks back home. We'll go to 
all the places we’ve been to together—the Beanpot and the 
Beefburger. We'll stand on the bridge and watch the gulls, 
and we'll come out here.” 

“It'll be snowed in,” she objected practically, and they both 
laughed. 

“We'll write to each other. Twice a week. You write on 
Mondays and Wednesdays. And I'll write to you on Thursdays 
and Saturdays.” 

“You mean it, Bruce? You'll really write that often?” 

“Sure I will. Only your letters will put mine to shame. 
They'll be full of color and life. Like you. Mine will be plain 
Teuton. Like me: ‘Dear Connie: It’s snowing and we Sas 
ski practice this afternoon. I just got by in my Lit quiz. As 
ever, Bruce. P. S. I’m crazy about you, Connie.’” 

She turned away, feeling the blood rush to her face, but he 
would not let her go. “And I want you to come to the Ice 
Carnival next winter. It’s the most important date you can ask 
a girl for, and I’m asking you now, Connie.” 

“You'll meet a lot of other girls before then. You mustn't 
tie yourself up with a promise you'll regret.” 

“I won't regret it. Promise me now that you'll come.” 

It was still raining when they left the covered bridge, but 
to Connie even the rain was bright around them. It was a 
silver brightness, with the warmth of returning spring in it. 

At the Pontatuck Bridge, they stopped to watch the gulls. 
Connie leaned on the railing and looked across the river at 
the old Gregory house. People said that Austin Bennett 
planned to turn it into apartments and get his money back 
that way. The place looked dreary and sad in the spring rain, 
like a person who has lost his friends. 

Bruce voiced her thoughts. “Not much like good old Day- 
star, is it, Connie?” 

She shook her head. “But every time I pass here, Bruce, 
I'll think the same thing. That you and I would never have 
known each other if it hadn’t been for Daystar. I mean, really 
known each other.” 

“Tl think that, too, Connie.” As she turned to go, he asked, 
“See you at the basketball game tonight?” When om hesitated, 
he urged. “Better come. It's the last game of the season, and 
if we win the championship, we're all going to the Beefburger 
to celebrate.” 

The Beefburger was a dog-wagon (Continued on page 34) 
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GOLDEN GARDEN spider 
was busily spinning its 
web on the shrubs. Vir- 


ginia Keegan, bright-eyed, 
black-haired, sixteen-year-old, 
Rye, New York high school 
junior, dropped to her knees 
in her back yard to watch the 
process. Patricia, her eleven- 
year-old sister, gravely intent, 
knelt beside her. 

“It's one of those orb weavers—just 
look at how fast it goes,” Patricia re- 
marked. “It must be a young one be- 
cause it’s only sunset, and the old ones 
weave at night.” 

Both of the girls had had a more than 
casual introduction to nature study as 
Rye Girl Scouts, and their interest in 
spiders had been whetted by an after- 
noon they had just spent with Dr. Willis 
j. Gertsch at the American Museum of 
Natural History in New York City. 

From that visit and some preparatory 
reading they had done, the girls learned 
that probably spiders do more amazing 
things than any other living creatures. 
The sisters had been especially im- 
pressed to find that although during all 
our lives, indoors and out, none of us 
are far away from spiders, not many 
people know anything of their really 
remarkable accomplishments. Probably 
Dr. Gertsch is one of the few men in 
this country who spends his full time 
studying them. Actually there are only 
some fifteen to twenty serious students of 
spiders in the United States. Maybe so 
few people study spiders because it's 
such a discouraging task. There may 
be as many as fifty thousand species in 
the world, and one lifetime isn’t long 
enough to do more than just make a start 
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at studying how and where they live. 

Did you know that there are cow- 
boy spiders? Ginny and Patricia were 
amazed to hear of their strange way of 
capturing their prey. They catch moths 
by tossing lines with a bead of sticky 
substance on the end, much like a 
cowboy with a lasso. 

And there are ballooning spiders that 
travel hundreds of miles through the air. 
Not long ago, these tiny aeronauts got 
some newspaper attention when they 
descended on a Hollywood movie lot in 
such numbers that they fouled up cam- 
eras, and production had to be stopped 
for a day. At times, they have been 
found on islands hundreds of miles 
from where they bred. 

These balloonists find it simple to 
take to the air. They merely climb to 
the top of some plant, toss a line in 
the breeze, and wait to be lifted sky- 
ward. They are so tiny that they float 
easily through the air. 

The majority of spiders are about the 
size of a large pinhead—that’s why we so 
seldom notice them although they are 
always near by. Because spiders are so 
small, it’s a surprise to learn there are 
probably two hundred species in your 
own back yard. And, no matter how 
good a housekeeper you may be, there 
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Dr. Gertsch, spider expert 
of the American Museum 
of Natural History, showing 
Virginia Keegan a burrow 


built by a trap-door spider 











are always spiders in your home 
You can tell they've been 
around when you find cobwebs 
on the walls and ceilings or in 
corners. Practically all webs are 
made by spiders. 

Dr. Gertsch has thousands of 
specimens in his laboratory, but 
the huge, hairy-legged ones 
from the South American jun- 
gles got the most attention from 
the girls. The bodies of these 
spiders sometimes measure three 
and one half inches in length, 
and they may be eight inches 
long overall. These big spiders 
habitually feed on mice, frogs, 
toads, snakes, and even birds. 

The girls were also intrigued 
with the living habits of the 
diving-bell spider of Europe 
which builds a waterproof web (like a 
miniature diving bell) under water. 
Then it comes to the surface for air. 
Air clings to its hairy legs, and when 
it goes down again this air bubbles out 
and fills the bell. The diving-bell spider 
raises its family and lives out its life in 
this underwater home, surfacing when 
necessary for a new supply of air. 

If you live in California, or anywhere 
in the Southwest or in the South, even 
as far north as Virginia, you have possi- 
bly seen the large and often frighten- 
ing trap-door spiders. Americans call our 
giant hairy spiders of the Southwest 
tarantulas; the European tarantula is a 
much smaller, distant relative. 

Ginny and Patricia examined a silk- 
lined burrow with a hinged trap door 
built by one of these spiders. It was 
about ten inches deep and one inch 
wide. Some trap-door spiders pack damp 
soil at the entrance to make their door, 
then cover it with moss to hide it. One 
of their favorite tricks is to sit half in 
and half out of the doorway, waiting for 
their unsuspecting prey to walk close 
enough to be grabbed. 

Often this spider is an inhospitable 
creature. If you approach its trap-door 
home, it rushes in, closes the door, and 
holds it tight. You would need a knife to 
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pry it open. There are sixteen types of 
trap-door spiders in this country, about 
half of them in California. 

Since the spider is an ever-present 
neighbor, it’s nice to know he’s not a 
bad fellow to have around. In fact, he 
kills off mosquitoes and other bother- 
some insects in such numbers that some 
scientists believe that without him in- 
sects might get completely out of control 
and kill off all vegetation. Spiders kill 
far more insects than birds do, though 
people give birds more credit for keep- 
ing insects under control. 

Arrange to watch spiders at work 
some night, as their habits are mostly 
nocturnal. Take a flashlight and go for 
a spider-observation tour in your back 
yard. Orb weavers at work on their 
webs put on an especially good show. 
But try to spot your orb weaver in the 
morning when the early dew on the 
webs makes it easy to locate them. You'll 
enjoy watching an orb weaver weave. 
If you toss an insect into the web, you'll 
probably see the spider come out and 
wrap the insect tightly in silk if it’s big, 
or lug it back to the lair if it’s small. The 
longer you watch, the more you will dis- 
cover about these fascinating creatures. 

Spiders will leave you alone if you 
leave them alone. Even those dreaded 
tarantulas won't bite unless frightened. 
They use their venom only to kill prey. 
Some spider students think nothing of 
spending an hour with a half dozen 
crawling over their bare arms. Dr. 
Gertsch doesn’t think much of such 
practices for amateur naturalists. He 
recommends that you do not go around 
picking up spiders. Some people are 
allergic to spider venom, and the hairs 
can irritate the skin. 

There is just one dangerous spider in 
the United States—the black widow. It 
is shiny black and has a red hourglass- 
shaped mark on its abdomen. The adult 
female has a body about one inch long. 
Although it is found in almost every 
section of the country, more bites are 
reported from the South than from the 
North. Dark places, under logs, in crev- 
ices, basement corners, barns, and other 
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outbuildings are favorite hide-outs and 
most people are bitten in such places. 
Doctors say the black widow’s bite will 
make you very sick, but if you are a 
healthy young person it is not likely to 
cause death. A person who has been bit- 
ten by a black widow should be given 
medical treatment as quickly as possible. 
Meanwhile, he should be kept calm. 

There are other surprising facts about 
our ever-present spider neighbors that 
make them interesting. Ginny found it 
fascinating to watch a spider operate 
his eight legs without mishap. Each of 
his legs has seven joints—a total of fiftty- 
six. It was news to her that if a young 
spider loses a leg, he merely grows a 
new one. 

Patricia was amazed to find out that 
web spiders are almost blind and can 
barely tell day from night. They seldom 
see an insect fall into their web but 
know they have made a catch from the 
vibration. Some other spiders have rela- 
tively keen sight. 

Most spiders have eight eyes, a few 
have six, and some, none. On the front 
of the head are two clawlike appendages. 
In a poisonous snake, we'd call them 
fangs. It’s through a hole in these claws 
that the spider ejects the venom to 
paralyze its victims. Spiders eat no 
solid foods—just the body fluids of the 
prey they capture. 

At the very rear of the abdomen are 
the spinnerets, the devices by which the 
spiders spin their miraculous webs. Most 
spiders are equipped with six spinnerets 
although some have less, a few but two. 

The orb weavers do the most artistic 
work with their spinnerets—spiral webs 
of fairly regular geometric patterns with 
radiating lines, which are anchored to 
trees and shrubs. An orb weaver will 
build one of these in an hour and usually 
replaces it each night as it is damaged 
in catching prey. A person skilled in pre- 
paring scientific specimens spent about 
forty hours duplicating such a web and 
admits that the spider did a better job of 
webmaking. 

Look at one of these webs under a 
microscope, and you'll see that the spiral 
threads have tiny beads at irregular in- 
tervals. These beads are made of sticky, 
thick fluid to hold trapped insects. The 
threads are dry rods on which the beads 
lie. They are extremely elastic and very 
strong—one and a half times as strong as 
steel of the same thickness. Why doesn’t 
the spider stick to his own web? Because 
he carefully oils his legs and body, and 


by LAWRENCE McCRACKEN 


Drawing by Lawrence Blair 


hangs away from the sticky lines. Besides, 
most of the web is made of dry silk. 
Some orb weavers sit in a near-by re- 
treat, holding the trap line with one foot 
to give warning when a catch has been 
made. Once alerted, the spider races out 
and if the catch is a large insect, such as 
a locust, throws more thread around it to 
keep it captive. Spiders seem to have 
plenty of thread. One patient observer 
calculated that a spider could weave two 
hundred yards of thread at one session. 
The funnel web weaver is a very com- 
mon roadside habitant. This is an ordinary 
grass spider which fashions a funnel in 
which to hide, and then weaves a sheet 
on which flying and jumping insects 
drop. Other common species are wolf spi- 
ders, crab spiders, and jumping spiders. 
The wolf spider has a quite novel way 
of bringing up its family. Usually large, 
dark-colored, and hairy, they are often 
found under stones and along fences. 
They depend on speed, not webs, to 
catch their food. The mother may often 
be seen carrying a gray silk ball at- 
tached to her spinnerets. The ball is 
filled with eggs, and she carries it with 
her always until the babies are hatched. 
Her family cares are merely beginning 
then, as the scores of baby spiders crawl 
on her back and go pig-a-back riding 
over the countryside for days until they 
are old enough to fend for themselves. 
Jumping spiders are champion ath- 
letes, leaping many times their length 
with ease, sideways and backwards, to 
catch their prey. (Continued on page 32) 








Dress up your room with this easy-to-make 
shadow box for your knickknack collection 


knickknacks cluttering up your bedroom—and if you are 
like me, you like to collect things. My collection consists 
mostly of dolls’ dishes, china horses, and miniature bottles. 

One rainy Saturday morning when I was dusting my treas- 
ures I hit upon the bright idea of building a shadow box for 
them, so they’d be all in one place and well out of the way, and 
yet displayed right there on the wall. 

My dad was nice about helping—he’s the handy type. If 
er like to make one too, maybe your father would lend a 

and. But really, you can turn one out unassisted. 

I decided that the best over-all size for the shadow box 
would be 14” by 17”. My dad told me to buy a 4” board, 8’ 
long, of %” pine. Pine is the easiest wood to work with. I asked 
the lumberman to saw it into the following lengths which I 
carefully marked: 2 pieces 17” long (A and E), 2 pieces 14” 
long (D and F), and 2 pieces 13” long (B and C). These 
pieces are for the sides of the box and the shelves. 

For the facing I bought 7’ of %” pine, 24” wide, which I 
had the lumberman cut into four pieces of the following 
lengths: 2 pieces 23” long (H and I) for the sides of the box, 
and 2 pieces 20” long (J and K) for the top and bottom. Of 
course, you can omit the facing if you want to keep the job 
simpler, but it makes the shadow box so much prettier that 
it would really be a shame to leave it off. 

At an art supply store I got a sheet of heavy illustration 
board 15” by 20” (G) for the back of the box. You could use 
plywood, but the illustration board is cheaper and easier to 
work with, and is just about as satisfactory for the purpose. 
If you want to be really fancy and are willing to go to the 
expense, you can have three pieces of mirror cut to fit between 
the shelves and attach them to the illustration board with house- 
hold cement. I didn’t use the mirror (Continued on page 32) 


[ YOUR MOTHER is like mine, she doesn’t want a million 





by PEGGY TEMPLE 


Drawings by Norm Braley 
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<—F DRAW A GUIDE 
5 


a LINE AND START 
2 1" INCH BRADS 


<7 BEFORE JOINING 
5 

nA STEP 3 

] 5 

















CLAMP TWO FACING 
PIECES TOGETHER 
FIRMLY-CUT WITH JIG SAW 
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JOINING SHELVES .THEN 
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OZEN DESSERTS 


You—your family—your friends—will agree that 
these recipes for frozen desserts are really “super” 


at any season of the year—but on 

those hot midsummer days when just 
looking at the thermometer makes you 
hotter, there’s nothing that can beat a 
frozen dessert. It may be a true ice 
cream, a sherbet, a mousse, an ice, a 
parfait, a frozen cakelike mixture. Any- 
way, it’s sure to be cooling, refreshing, 
tempting, delicious. 

Just a.few years ago, making ice cream 
at home called for elbow grease and 
stamina, for you turned and turned the 
crank of the freezer till your arms ached. 
Today the mechanical refrigerator has 
taken over the job. But if you have an 
old-fashioned freezer, you can use it for 
any of the recipes here, except those 
where no stirring is specified. Hand- 
freezing is work—yes—but oh, how 
creamy and light your dessert will be! 

Many of the recipes call for whipped 
cream; some call for evaporated milk, 
whipped. In any of these recipes, an 
equal quantity of one may be substituted 
for the other. Evaporated milk is, of 
course, more economical, and will whi 
if it is very cold. For best results, chil 
milk, bowl, and egg beater in refrigera- 
tor for several hours. 

The Recipe Exchange for October is 
now open, and the subject is Cheese 
Dishes. How about your favorites for 
luncheon, supper, or party refreshments? 
Try them out again, and send us the 
best one by July 20th. 


[® CREAM is a favorite American dish 


MAPLE PARFAIT 

Parfaits, like mousse mixtures, require 
no stirring or beating during freezing. 
They are so rich that large ice crystals 
do not form readily. This dessert is espe- 
cially pretty served in tall, slender par- 
fait glasses, garnished with almost any 
kind of fresh fruit or crushed berries. 
For extra glamour, alternate layers of 
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Conducted by JUDITH MILLER 


Drawing by Kelly Occhsli 


fruit and parfait, topping off with a whiff 
of whipped cream and a bright berry or 
cherry. 

3 eggs, separated 


1 cup maple, or maple- 
flavored, syrup 


2 teaspoon salt 
1 pint heavy cream, 
whipped 
Beat egg yolks until thick and lemon- 
colored. Add syrup and salt, and cook 
in top of double boiler until thick, stir- 
ring constantly. Cool. Whip egg whites 
until stiff. Lightly fold egg whites and 
whipped cream together, then fold into 
custard. Freeze without stirring in re- 
frigerator tray at coldest temperature 
until firm. Serves 8. 


Sent by 
MarILyYn Mixes, San Antonio, Texas 


FROZEN FRUITCAKE 
. Susan has a large family. When she 
wants her stock to go way up in her 
family’s eyes, she makes this fruity, re- 
freshing dessert. 


% teaspoon salt 
eggs, well-beaten 
% cup flour cup broken pecan 
¥2 teaspoon meats 
vanilla 2 cups crushed maca- 
1 cup raisins roons 
1 cup heavy cream, whipped 


Scald milk in double boiler; blend 
together sugar, flour, and salt. Add to 
the milk and cook until smooth and thick, 
stirring constantly (about 10 minutes). 
Pour custard mixture gradually over 
beaten eggs, then return to double boiler 
and cook 15 minutes more. Cool. Add 
vanilla, fruit, nuts, and macaroons. Fold 
in whipped cream. Turn into freezing 
tray and freeze until firm. Serves 8 to 10. 


Sent by 
Susan Brapy, Columbia, Missouri 


2 cups milk 
Yacup sugar 


~n 


CONFETTI ICE CREAM 
Very rich, very chewy, and very color- 
ful. Definitely not for those who are 
calorie counters. Try it when you want 
especially glamorous refreshments for a 
gala party. 


— 


1 cup fresh or canned 
peaches 

1 cup rich milk 

Ya cup granulated 
sugar 


tablespoon flour 

Few grains salt 

eggs, well-beaten 

tablespoon vanilla 

tablespoons finely- 

1 cup marshmallows, chopped maraschino 
cut in small pieces cherries 

Y% cup chopped, roasted 2 cups heavy cream, 
blanched almonds whipped 


wen 


Press peaches through sieve. (Drain if 
canned.) Scald milk in top of double boil- 
er; add blended mixture of sugar, salt, and 
flour. Cook for 15 minutes, stirring con- 
stantly. Pour gradually over well-beaten 
eggs. Return to double boiler and cook 
2 minutes longer; cool, add_ vanilla. 
Blend in peaches, marshmallows, al- 
monds, and cherries. Fold in whipped 
cream. Pour into freezing tray and 
freeze with temperature control at cold- 
est setting. Stir every 20 minutes until 
ice cream is firm. Serves 8 to 10. 

Sent by 
Caro.yn Brack, Oakland, California 


EASY PINEAPPLE SHERBET 
The crushed pineapple makes this 
different from most sherbets. It’s richer 
with cream, but you may substitute milk. 
This is an old recipe from Patricia's 
mother’s file. 


1 (14 oz.) can crushed 1 teaspoon grated 


pineapple lemon rind 
1 tablespoon lemon 2/3 cup granulated 
juice sugar 


1 pint light cream 


Combine pineapple, lemon juice and 
rind, and sugar. Add cream and stir until 
sugar is dissolved. Turn into refrigerator 
tray, and stir occasionally until nearly 
firm. Remove to bowl, break up chunks 
and beat until (Continued on page 31) 
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Swing your partner and do-si-do your corner in folk-dance fashions that add 

to the fun of square dancing. Full sweeping skirts with cool, sheer blouses or dresses 
in gay prints and bright ginghams all come in the vivid colors you 

love. Wear them when you answer the calls, “Meet your partner. Promenade all!” 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
RALPH M. BAXTER 


SHOES BY CAPEZIO 


Left: Derby’s circle skirt in colorful 
folk-dance print has eyelet trim at 
the hem. About $6. Comes with a crisp 
organdy blouse with scalloped ruffle. 
About $3. Both in teen sizes 10-16, at 
Gimbel’s, Philadelphia. Big bandannas 
become pockets on Petiteen’s one- 
piece dress. Piqué top has a drawstring 
tie. In subteen sizes 10-14, about $11, at 
Kaufmann’s, Pittsburgh; Wanamaker’s, 
Philadelphia; Meier & Frank, Portland 


Right: Full skirt with ruffled hem and 
sheer blouse with eyelet tiers by Belle 
are each about $6. Teen sizes 10-16, 
at the Dayton Co., Minneapolis; Halle 
Bros., Cleveland ; and Hudson’s, Detroit 


Lower left: Berk’s ruffled, gingham 
dress is about $9 in subteen sizes 10- 
14. At Bonwit Teller, Philadelphia; 
J. P. Allen, Atlanta; G. Fox, Hartford; 
Woodward & Lothrop, Washington, D.C. 


Lower right: Petiteen uses a border 
print in this two-piece outfit. The skirt 
has unpressed pleats; the blouse is 
sleeveless. Subteen sizes 10-14, about $8. 
Horne’s, Pittsburgh; Hudson’s, Detroit 
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These patterns, especially designed for 
readers of this magazine, may be pur- 
chased from The American Girl, Pattern 
Dept., 155 East 44th Street, New York 
City 17. When ordering enclose 25¢ for 
each pattern (sorry, no C.O.D.’s) and 
state size. We pay postage. For clip-out 
order blank, please turn to page 41. 





Each Pattern 25c 


vie 
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4958: This pretty date frock is for sizes 11-17, and the pattern 
includes a slip. In size 13 the dress takes 4% yards 39” mate- 
rial, % yard of 35” for contrast; the slip, 254 yards 35” fabric 
























9024: To brighten up a summer-weary wardrobe, choose a gay 
Bates plaid for this one-piecer with waist-slimming midriff. For 
sizes 10-16; 12 calls for 344 yards 35” fabric, 15g yards contrast 


4864: Very fashion-wise is this version of the popular Hawaiian 
“muumuu” with lei-ruffle trim. You snug it in as you like, with 
a wide sash. For sizes 11-17; 13 needs 434 yards 35” material 


9461: Two entirely different skirts can be made with this pat- 
tern for waist measures 24-32. For the trim, pleated version, in 
size 28, you will need 2% yards of 39” fabric; and for a full 
skirt like the one featured here requires 3 yards of 35” material 


9461 


4590: Here is a blouse-slip, for sizes 11-17, as pretty as it is 
practical. For the blouse, use eyelet embroidery or lace. The 
blouse in size 13 takes 144 yards 35” material, 344 yards edg- 
ing; the slip, 1% yards 35” material, and 2% yards edging 











4581: This becoming dress for sizes 11-17 will see 
you around the clock. The smart, pert cape gives 
extra cover-up when you want it, and the butterfly 
bows add a gay touch. For a cool sundress, use 
Ameritex’ checked gingham. The dress, in size 13, 
requires 354 yards 35” fabric, the cape 144 yards 
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UMMERTIME is an open invitation to 
fun—to hikes along country roads, 
picnics, games, and lazy hours in 

the sun. It’s an invitation to feel better 
and look better, if you know how to take 
it. A peeling nose, blistered shoulders, and 
burnt-straw hair can make the good old 
summertime a marked-down pleasure. 
You can't expect the sun to change its 
ways, but you can learn to stay on the 
good side of this temperamental friend. 











































































KEEP COOL 


Talking about the heat won't make you 
any cooler. But there are lots of things 
that you can do about it. Baths, for in- 
stance. Take them frequently for com- 
fort’s sake as well as for cleanliness. But 
take them lukewarm if you want to cool 
off. If the water’s cold, it will be too stim- 
ulating. It it’s too hot, it will flatten you. 
Whether tubbing or showering, give a 
second look and when necessary an extra 
scrubbing to.elbows, knees, and heels. 


by MARGARET BELL 


Drawings by Clare McCanna 


They can get so grimy in hot weather. 
Pat—don’t rub—dry and finish off with 
cologne (ever try keeping it in the re- 
frigerator?) or talcum. Keep underarms 
neat, but be careful not to apply a deod- 
orant or antiperspirant directly after 
shaving or using a depilatory. Fuzz on 
legs is best either left alone or bleached 
with peroxide if it’s dark. 

You'll look cooler and feel cooler if you 
dress the part. Wear simple, washable 
clothes and keep them immaculately 
fresh. Heavy costume jewelry looks as 
hot as it feels. Give your feet a break by 
wearing open-cut sandals and comfort- 
able shoes. If your feet are hot and tired, 
don’t be above the old-fashioned foot 
bath. Soak your feet in lukewarm water 
for ten or fifteen minutes, and finish off 
with a cologne rub or powder dusting. 
It’s a delightful, quick way to feel cool 
all over. 

Start off the summer with a good per- 
manent and a simple hairdo you can 
whip into shape in a jiffy or just brush 
dry. If you want to keep your hair long, 
experiment with ways to get it up off 
your neck with bows, braids, or barrettes. 


You'll have more pep on real dog days 
if you keep a watchful eye on what you 
eat and drink. Be sure to include all the 
basic foods in your diet and to get your 
quota of vitamins and minerals. But re- 
member you don’t need as many calories 
in hot weather as you do when the ther- 
mometer is flirting with zero. Eat plenty 
of cool-tasting salads, fruits, and vege- 
tables; drink plenty of milk and juice. 
Iced foods and drinks are refreshing, but 
steer clear of too many of them. They're 
likely to give you a stomach-ache and are 
downright dangerous between swims. 


KEEP YOUR DEFENSES UP 


Summertime is balm to most young 
complexions. Fresh air, sunshine, and 
exercise all conspire to give your skin a 
rosier, clearer look. If your skin is natur- 
ally oily or bedeviled with blackheads 
and pimples, moderate exposure to the 
sun is good for it. It helps the sun in its 
good work if you skip all make-up except 
lipstick. 

A lovely tan is a coveted asset. And, 
unless you're one of those girls who just 
turn beet-red or freckle, there’s no rea- 
son why you can’t possess one. But— 
easy does it. Give your skin a chance to 
build some of its defenses before you 
spend more than a few minutes at a time 
in the direct sun. The new sun-protec- 
tives do an admirable job of screening 
out harmful rays and letting you tan 
slowly if you use them properly. Don’t 
expect one application to last all day. 
Read the label on the product to see how 
frequently it should be applied. You'll 
certainly need to reapply a_ protective 
after each swim. Be sure to spread it 
evenly. If you slather it on in a hurry 
you may miss strategic places, with some- 
what spotty results. 

And don’t think that once you have a 
tan you can stay out in the sun indefi- 
nitely with no protection for your skin. 
You can still get a burn. No need to tell 
you that a burn is painful, but did you 
know that repeated sunburning thickens 
the outer layers of the skin, making them 
drier and coarser? Actually you should 
avoid overexposure all summer long. If 
you are in the sun for extended periods, 
see that your skin is protected. Remem- 
ber, too, that your eyes need the protec- 
tion of sunglasses whenever you're in the 
bright sunlight. 

If you have the kind of skin that just 
won't tan—you'd better take cover. Big 
beach hats, umbrellas, and shady places 
are your dish. Of course, you can have 
a “make-believe” tan by using one of the 
liquid sun-tint preparations (which you 
can wash off with soap and water). Even 
if you tan nicely, you may find suntan 
make-up helpful at times. Use it to cover 
up the white strap marks left by your 
bathing suit or the : pees on page 28) 
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How should you greet your 
date mate ? 


[_] Dash out when he “‘honks’’ 
[_] Ask him into the house 
[_] Take your own sweet time 


“One toot and ye’re oot!” (As the Scottish 
lecturer said—to the old lady with the ear 
trumpet.) Does the toot of your joe’s jalopy 
send you scurrying out? That’s unsmart. 
Ask him into the house for a word with the 
family. Then leave promptly, on your merry 
way. Even on “difficult”? days you'll be 
poised, comfortable. For Kotex gives softness 
that holds its shape — because Kotex is made 
to stay soft while you wear it! 


nse 


sh! 


Aré you in the know ? 





Which neckline’s best for 
your figure ? 
(] Halter 
[_] Camisole 
[] “‘Little Boy’’ 


Could be you’re the buxom type? Or maybe 
a build-up is what your figure lacks. No 
matter. Choose a “Little Boy”’ neckline and 
lament no more. It’s camouflage for either 
figure fault. And for solving “‘ certain”’ prob- 
lems, why not let Kotex be your choice? 
You see, the extra protection you get with 
Kotex helps add scads of self-assurance 
... belittles “‘accident”’ misgivings, thanks 
to that special safety center. 


La] 


~ 


is a 


Should you talk to a house-party guest you haven’t met? 


[_] Check with your hostess 


He didn’t happen to be around when intro- 
ductions were going on. So now, when he 
speaks—you’re a snub-deb. Defrost! Ac- 
cording to Emily you-know-who, it’s correct 
to talk with any guest. Even if you haven’t 
met officially. You can talk back to your 
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[_] Give him the deep freeze 


(_] Defrost 


calendar, too (when it taunts you with 
“outline’’ qualms.) Just remember, Kotex 
has flat pressed ends that prevent revealing 
outlines. Unquestionably. Lets you stay in 
the party picture .. . fluster-proof . . . and 
so self possessed! 


More women choose KOTEX’ 
than all other sanitary napkins 


3 ABSORBENCIES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 





What helps, if you've that 
“lobster” look ? 


[_] Antiseptic lotion 
(_] Tinted makeup base 
[_] A flame-colored formal 


You got yourself barbecued just before the 
big dance! And with white marks left by your 
swim-suit straps and bracelet. Next time, 
take your sunning sensibly. Meantime, ease 
the broil with antiseptic lotion; plus a tinted 
makeup base, to cover up. The first two 
answers above are right. Always right for 
your sanitary protection needs is one of the 
3 Kotex absorbencies. Youll find Regular, 
Junior or Super just suited to you. 





For extra 
comfort on 
= “those” days, 
é cau should you — 

[_] Stay in bed 


[_] Go square-dancing 
[_] Buy a nylon belt 





Comfort doesn’t call for cod- 
dling — or “‘square”’ fests. Your 
best bet’s a new Kotex Won- 
derform Belt. It’s made with 


DuPont nylon elastic — non- 





twisting—non-curling! Gives 
118% stretch, yet it’s strong, 
smooth - feeling; wisp- weight. 
Dries fast. Stays flat even after 
many tubbings. And see how 
much easier, quicker the new 
firm-grip fastener is to use! For 
extra comfort—buy the new 
nylon elastic Kotex Wonder. 


form Belt. 


2 TYPES: 
Pin style 
and with new 
safety fastener 





Kotex Wonderform” Belt 


Buy two—for a change 
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Pay nomoney! Your choice of go: 
ress in your favorite style peer and coher 





















bors oF “4 Whether your vacation is spent at 
uded without ° 
wre ko he tater shows 7 - the beach, in the country, or at 
a eS gadharen’ >. = home, these items will add to your 
eho Sonics comfort and fun. All under $3 


PAMA ZING OFFER. 
1$40 IS YOURS, 


for selling only 50 box, 
es of Christmas Cards. FREE 
And this can be done SAMPLES 
| a single day. Free 
samples. Other leading 
boxes on approval. 
Many surprise items. STATIONERY 
Write today. It costs NAPKINS 
nothing to try. 
£ CHEERFUL CARD CO. 
Dept. AJ-13, White Plains, N. Y. 
of ee St a i ae a i wal 


For names and addresses of new 
® friends, use this case that holds pen- 
cil and washable cloth. $1.95 at M. C. 
Flynn, 43 East 59 St., New York City 22 
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AMAZING - ELECTRONIC - TWO-WAY 


) 





Walkie Talkie 


your new, electro-magnetic 
Walkie-Talkie! Popular with 
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Quick pick-up on a hot day— 
Cheramy’s cologne with special 
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a 98 agents to prolong a cool feeling. 
a Send exch, check, ne y $1* at Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn 1 


Pay postage. C.0.D.—you pay postage. PER SET 

‘ 125 STOCKTON STREET 

Tes EL CO @ serie nrwant ent Terry knit “cuff puffs’ by Bonnie 
GET $3 s Doon go under anklets to give you 

WAY TO that real bulky look. At Strawbridge & 


SEND NO MONEY, Sel! gorgeous ELLIOTT Mee ee congo 
Humorous Cards, Gift henge ng Te TOT 


E UP TO toc ON EACH $1 Clothier, Philadelphia, only 35¢ a pair 
















NAME IMPRINTED OX. oe exquisite they sell on sight. 
CHRISTMAS CARDS No EXPERIENCE NEEDED. WRITE 
50 for $1 up TODAY for samples on approval. Com- 


Personalized plete line Everyday Cards, Children’s 
Books, Napkins, Novelties. MAKE 
Stationery & Notes | QUICK PROFIT—FULL or PART TIME. 


ELLIOTT CARD CO., 52 Ridge St., ELYRIA, OHIO 


RECIPE COLLECTORS! 


Did you get your copies of the illustrated folders 

in The American Girl Recipe File series? 

2. Colorful Desserts for Dark Winter Days 

4. Famous Fillings for Pies and Tarts 

5. More Week-End Hostess Helps 

8. Make It a Picnic 

10. Cooking with Cheese 

14. Common Terms Encountered in Cookery 

15. From Many Lands (Interesting Foreign Recipes) 
16. More Soup Recipes 

17. What About Fish? 

18. Vegetable Variety 

19. Let’s Eat Outdoors 
20. Soda-Fountain Style 
21. Make It in a Mold 
22. Preserving Primer 
23. Leftovers 
24. Partytime 
25. Make It Merry (Christmas Goodies) 


I enclose 6¢ in a for each Recipe File, and a stamped, 
self. pe for every two copies 




















asta, 
I enclose 65¢ in stamps, check, or money order for each 
Recipe File Binder ordered. 


Youth Mode’s “Prom Trotter” 
is plastic-lined and fitted with 





Pus 4 6<4.00uee bbth A Seeeehthesetddeusaskscdeesasasunen . "4 
(please print) . mirror, comb, suntan lotion. 
(ERITREA EE eS $2.95 at Kaufmann’s, Pittsburgh 
Re NN ONES i NN ios wenntckcncdesaceseceee 
Don’t forget to enclose your stamped envelopes! *Please add 20% Federal tax 
MAIL TO: THE AMERICAN GIRL 
155 East 44th St., New York City 17 Please order items direct from stores listed and mention The American Girl 
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by JONNI BURKE 


This pin bin has magnet- 

ized compartments so that 

pins, bobbies, needles, stay 

in place and won't fall 

out. Just $1 at M. C. Flynn, 

43 East 59 St., New York City 22 
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Columbia’s new sunglasses ensure 
correct fit for everyone. Their 

flexible temple shafts bend to the head. 
$1.49 at Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn 





Use spec holders by Einco to avoid losing 
sunglasses. Gold-finished or 

colored plastic costs $1 at 

Wanamaker’s, Philadelphia 


Colorful straw circle shades 
your eyes from the sun. Or use one as a place 

mat for a picnic lunch. Only 80¢ at Pan 

American Shop, 822 Lexington Ave., New York City 21 
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Let Wetmore & Sugden 


MONEY! GIFTS! 
— BONUS! 













Show Czchusewe 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Imprinted With Name 


50 ror*] = 








Now ...turn your 
spare minutes into BIG 
MONEY! Take easy or- 
ders for Personal Christ- 
mas Cards, with sender's 

| mame, priced low as 50 

| for $1. Show 66 smart, 

| exclusive designs. Su- 
|  perb DeLuxe Line fea- 
tures steel engravings, 
|  embossings, hand-craft- 
ing. Big daily earnings 
for you! EXTRA! Val- 
uable premiums—Toastmaster, Compact, 


= cash bonus. fin ents 
(; itis Fe HT 


You pocket $50.00 cash 
for selling only 100 boxes 
of popular 21-card $1 
Snowflake and Christmas 
Time Assortments. Money 
pours in with giaht line 
of 161 money-makers! 
Gift Wraps, Novelty Gifts, 
Stationery, Everyday 
Cards, more! Start earn- 
ing immediately, without 
experience. Mail coupon 
for big SAMPLE OUT- 
FIT today. 


MAIL TODAY FOR SAMPLES 


WETMORE & SUGDEN, Inc., 
749 Monroe Ave., Dept. 39-F, Rochester 2, N.Y. 

RUSH Free Samples of Name-Imprinted 
Christmas Cards, money-making kit and As- 
sortments on approval. 


















Name - 
Address 
———_—————— 
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ri Cologne 
3k Lotion 


BEAUTY BOX. When the heat's 
on, fresh up with fragrant, pure cos- 
metics—talcum, castile shampoo, facial 
soap, deodorant cologne, and lotion. 


Green and rose box. 11-500a.......1.40* 
BEAUTY SOAP. Mild, lightly scented © 
facial soap works up a super lather! Tre- © 







foil shaped in pale green. Three cakes in 


a box to match the Beauty Box. ||-50la. ..60 
*Tax included 
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Girl Scouts of the U.5.A., National Equipment Service 








“ os i} 

155 East 44 St. 1307 Washington Ave. 245 Mission St. 4 
New York !7 St. Louis 3 San Francisco 5 4 

| enclose ([Jcheck []M.O. for $s (No C.O.D.'s please) 1 
Send me _______ Beauty Box, !1-500a; ____. Beauty Soap, 11-50!la. : 
Name. 1 
' 

Street \ 
City. Zone. State. ' 
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TEEN AGERS #y 


Sell MIDWEST CHRISTMAS CARDS 
Listen! You can earn the extra dollars you want, taking 
easy orders for new value Christmas Cards! 21 1-Card As- 
sortments sell on sight = just $1. You make up to 100% 

F m 100 boxes! EXC USIVE 
ot 

me es e' cs 1 raps, e' 
Largest ns inclu 


ONLY 
BAD COMPLEXION 3 Sci reL i eS 


externally caused pimples, Sensational Neme-Inpnted Poiders at 0forsiand up. Just show 
rash, blackheads may be 

quickly relieved with fragrant, 
scientifically medicated Cuticura 
Soap and Ointment. So reliable, 
that many doctors, nurses and 
certain hospitals use Cuticura. 
Economical. Buy at your druggist. 





cAsH BoNust Special ‘*Party Pian’’. Easy 
money for clubs, too, Send for your FREE SAM- 
PLES and Assortments on approval. ACT NOW! 


MIDWEST C! CARD co., 1113 Washington Ave Ave. 
























For Camp and 
Vacation 
Protect against loss, iden- 
tify quickly, personalize 
distinctively — at home, 
school, traveling, etc. 
Insist on Cash's quality. 








TURN SPARE HOURS into Dollars! 


Show new Name-Imprinted Christmas 









. -$3.50 







Cards at 50 for $1 and up. Sell like 9 Doz. .$3.00 
magic. You make BIG MONEY! As- : — am 
sortments for Christmas and Everyday oz. .$2. 


3 Doz. .$1.80 
NO-SO Cement 25¢ (to attach without sewing). 


4 
So. Norwalk 1, 
Ack your decter, a S Conn. 


or write for samples 


GET'7 —_ 


No selling experience needed. Just show friends and neighbors NEW 
Sullivan 21-folder $1 Christmas Card Assortments, Striking Metallics, 
Frost-Tones, Hankie -Gift Greetings, Tree Brilliants, Comics-on- 
Parade, Children’ s Jumbo Cards, C' ildren’s Books ‘DeLuxe Religi- 


pay you up to 100% profit on fast $1 
sales! Gift Specialties, Religious, Sta- 
tionery, many popular money-makers. 
Specia plan forclubs, churches. Bonus 
Prizes! Get FREE Imprint 
Assortments on approval 

BOULEVARD os Dept. Pe 
75 W. Van Buren S 














$1. ACT OW to Get Quick Christmas Profits! \Miare upto eso or more 
on Every Order. bg Postal {5% Ser Somnates on Approval. Sullivan 
Greeting Card C fe . Paul 











» Dept. H- 1, Minn. 

















k for Summer 


(Continued from page 24) 


white circles around your eyes left by sun- 
glasses or goggles—or to darken your tan 
temporarily at the start of the season. 

Keeping your hair in good condition 
throughout the summer is a challenge to 
your best plans of defense. Your chief ene- 
mies are too much sun and constant dous- 
ings in salt water or strongly chlorinated 
pools. Your best counterattack is frequent 
shampooing, lubricants, and lots and lots of 
brushing to keep oil glands functioning prop- 
erly. If your hair tends to be overoily, try 
this between shampoos: cover your brush 
with cheesecloth dampened with liquid scalp 
cleanser or cologne, and give your hair a 
thorough, vigorous brushing. If your hair is 
dry or “easily sun-bleached, keep it covered 
as much as possible and give it the benefit 
of frequent preshampoo oil treatments. 

Use either warm olive oil or scalp oil. 
Part your hair front to back every inch or 
so and apply the oil with cotton. Ww rap your 
head in towels wrung out of hot water for 
about ten minutes; then shampoo. 


KEEP TRIM 


Bathing suits and play clothes expose a 
lot of ani xatomy—good and bad. Sometimes 
they uncover figure f faults that have been 
hiding under winter wraps. If you have been 
adding a few too many pounds, summer is a 
wonderful time to part company with them. 
Exercise authorities agree that swimming is 
just about perfect as an all-round beautifying 
exercise. It will build you up where you 
need it and slim you down in all the right 
places. Tennis, golf, badminton, and just 
plain walking are all pleasant ways to cut a 
better figure. But, don’t forget that a faulty 
diet may be contributing to your figure prob- 
lem. Too many sweets can undermine any 
pound-losing program. ( And, if you're under- 
weight, they may spoil your appetite for the 
foods you really need. ) 


KEEP OUT OF TROUBLE 


Summertime is full of temptations to take 
too much—too much sun, too much exercise, 
too much heavy food. Heatstroke, sunstroke 
and severe sunburn are constant reminders 
that an overdose of sun is dangerous medi- 
cine. Do not stay out in the sun between 
eleven o'clock in the morning and four in 
the afternoon for any prolonged periods, 
especially where the reflection of sand and 
water intensifies the power of the sun’s rays. 
It’s the time of day to avoid strenuous exer- 
cise or heavy work whenever possible. Take 
a tip from the sun-wise who invented the 
siesta and take it easy. 

THE END 





ARE YOU GOING TO MOVE? 


Give The American Girl at least six weeks’ 
notice, so as not to miss any issues. Be 
sure to send your old as well as your new 
address to The American Girl, 155 E. 44th 
S., N. ¥. 17. 
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Hi, Pardner! 
(Continued from page 9) 


You don’t know it, but Paully can beat me 
running, can’t you, hon?” 

It wasn’t going to work, Pauline knew. 
She would always be a dude. And then O. J. 
surprised her. 

“Okay,” he drawled, “we'll give it a try. 
We have all morning to practice running 
with the bottle.” 

He didn’t sound enthusiastic, but Pauline 
was almost delirious with joy. She squeezed 
Billie Mae’s arm and flashed her special 
smile, the one she practiced in the bath- 
room mirror, at O. J. “Do you reckon we 
could have breakfast first?” she asked him. 
“Uh—I mean, chow?” 

Right after breakfast, they raided the 
refrigerator and stacked bottles of pop on 
the bottom step of the kitchen porch. O. J. 
pried off a cap and handed the full bottle 
to Pauline. 

“Take this,” he explained, while Pauline 
listened anxiously, “and run as fast as you 
can without spilling it over to the corral 
gate and back again to me. That’s just about 
the right distance. Billie Mae will time you. 
On your mark, go!” 


UNNING in boots, instead of sneakers, 
R was no way to win a race, Pauline ad- 
mitted privately, as she galloped down the 
trial track. And it didn’t help her time any 
to have O. J. guffawing about the way the 
silly saddle-stitched hoofprints on the back 
pockets of her jeans kept wiggling around 
while she was breaking her neck running in 
the blazing sun. What was even worse, there 
were O. J. and Billie Mae, sprawled out 
comfortably on the porch steps, downing 
pop as fast as she could run back with the 
bottles. She had a stitch in her side, and 
she felt she would swoon if she took one 
more step with one of those silly bottles. 

“Faster!” shouted O. J. “Watch out, you're 
spilling it!” 

She oe she would scream if O. J. 
yelled “faster” once more. She was doing 
her best, but her legs felt like dragging sea 
anchors, and it seemed more and more a 
scatterbrained notion ever to have thought 
she could be O. J.’s partner. Then a bright 
idea hit her. Why not make believe she was 
back at Times Square, crossing Broadway 
when the light turned red and the speeding 
taxis were zooming down on her? She whiz- 
zed down the path as though her very life 
depended on it and ground to a halt in front 
of the amazed couple on the steps. 

“Jeepers, that was sensational!” cried Billie 
Mae, looking at her watch. 

Pauline flopped wearily on the cool grass, 
kicked off her boots, and yanked out her red 
kerchief to mop limply over her face. 

“Not bad, not bad at all,” O. J. conceded 
critically. “You get some rest now, Pauline. 
I'm going back to the bunkhouse to get 
dressed, because I have to ride Copper over 
early. I'll meet you at the south gate of the 
arena just before the milking contest starts. 
Oh, and don’t forget,” he laughed down at 
her teasingly, “be sure to wear your ranch 
clothes!” 

That afternoon, as she waited just inside 
the south gate for O. J., Pauline thought 
miserably that her rodeo outfit seemed more 
like a reasonable facsimile than the real 
thing. Why had she insisted that it be so 
bright, when all it did was get filthy every- 
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NEW...EXCITING... 


Look 


\ 
COTTONS 


In Sizes 3 to 44 


CUBANA BOLERO — wear it two 


woys .. 


. with jacket for street 


wear, without as a sunback. Solid 
pastel colors with contrasting skirt 
inserts. COLORS: Aqua and Pink, 
Lt. Blue and Navy SIZES: 12, 14, 16, 


18, 20; 40, 42, 44. 
Order STYLE 266 ‘298 


q— “STARLET stripes” 

pique collar and 

bands of flashing white 

on blended stripes. Cap 

Washable. 

COLORS: Blue with Lt. 

Blue; Brown with polone 
Grey with Lt. Grey 
SIZES: 9, 11, 13, 13, 

12, 14, 


sleeves. 


17; 


Order STYLE 254 2%8 


EVERY DRESS 
GUARANTEED 
WASHABLE 


SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED 


or 


YOUR MONEY 


‘A BACK 


ey 


Style 222 
3 to 6X 


Style 240 
7 to 14 
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@ catalog illustrated in color, 








For 
MOTHER & DAUGHTER 


For 


BIG and LITTLE SISTER 











Style 278 
3 to 6X 


Style 284 
7 to 14 








H FLORIDA FASHIONS, INC., SANFORD 466, FLORIDA 
Please send me these dresses on approval at the price listed plus post- 


oge and (.0.D. charges. If not delighted | may return purchases within 
ten days for refund. (You may enclose purchase price plus 20 cents 














¢ saving CO. D. fees. Same refund privilege.) ~~ 
Quon. 2nd Color Price Total H 
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IT’S ALWAYS A PICN Ke 


with Van Camp's in your kit 


Always apicnic...for Van Camp's 
does all the work. You just heat 
... eat... enjoy Van Camp’s 
Pork and Beans... Van Camp's 
Vienna Sausage .. . Van Camp's 
Beanee Weenees .. . Van Camp’s 
New England Style Oven-Baked 
Beans...any...all your favorite 
Van Camp's. And now... in the 
new and very convenient small 
size... you can enjoy greater 
variety in Van Camp's on your 
next picnic, hike, overnight camp, 
or week-end cabin. Stock up to- 
day.. 
your mother’s pantry shelf. 


. at your grocer’s or from 
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time she leaned against the rail fence of the 
arena? And why did it have to be suede that 
was as soft as butter to touch, but so un- 
bearably hot in the Texas sun? And why 
hadn't she known all the other girls would 
be wearing tight frontier pants instead of 
a skirt that dripped with suede fringe and 
looked like something out of a Roy Rogers 
thriller? Even her boots with their built-up 
heels seemed foolish now—white, of course, 
with fancy bright red stitching to match the 
satin shirt that was half-hidden under her 
white fringed weskit. All she needed was a 
holster attached to her wide jeweled belt 
and she would be all set for a masquerade, 
she reflected morosely, twisting the red silk 
chin cord of her white version of a ten- 
gallon hat. O. J. would probably hoot with 
glee when he saw this costume. Anyway, she 
wouldn't exactly call his maroon and blue 
getup what the conservative cowboy would 
wear. 


HE SUDDEN roar from the grandstand 
"T eatted her attention back to the arena. 
A bucking bronco had thrown his rider, and 
a couple of cowboys had rushed in to drag 
the broncobuster back to safety before the 
enraged horse trampled him. Pauline shud- 
dered and, with a sinking feeling in the pit 
of her stomach, closed her eyes. When the 
roar subsided, she reopened them cautiously 
to see another pitching horse trying desper- 
ately to shake off his unwelcome rider. After 
that came roping the wild goat. Tying the 
wild calf. Throwing the wild steer. And the 
announcement that Hank and O. J. were 
tied for first place. 

The bell clanged for the wild-cow milking 
contest. Pauline closed her eyes again and 
opened them some minutes later to see the 
crowd standing up, cheering madly, and the 
satin-shirted cowboys on the rail near the 
chutes waving their Stetsons. Hank and 
Billie Mae had broken the record! Fifty- 
six seconds! 

“The last contestant for the wild-cow 
milking event—O. J. Pace of the Estes 
Ranch,” announced the loud-speaker. 

O. J. was striding rapidly over to her, 
and now above the dizzy ringing in her ears, 
Pauline heard his last-minute instructions 
and nodded her head. She took her place 
next to the judges’ stand and watched O. J. 
ride Copper toward the chute where the cow 
was penned. Slowly, slowly, the gate of the 
chute lifted, and with a terrific leap, the 
wild cow bounded into the arena, the bell 
tied around her neck clanging a frenzied 
tune. Copper reared skittishly on her hind 
legs, and then she and O. J. were racing 
toward the furious cow which was zigzagging 
for an escape. Before Pauline was fully aware 
of what had happened, O. J. had lassoed the 
cow and was signaling for the pop bottle. 

For an agonized second, Pauline hesitated. 
Could she do it and make O. J. proud of 
her? I'm actually shaking in my boots! she 
thought with horror. 

She gripped the bottle so tightly her 
knuckles showed white, and like a streak 
bolted across the open arena to O. J. who 
already had leaped out of his saddle. Gently, 
and with more intelligence than Pauline had 
believed possible, the coppery pony pulled 
the rope taut so that gradually the raging 
cow could scarcely twist or turn. Standing 
there in the hot sun, Pauline felt a chill 
shivering down her spine. 

“Quick, give me the bottle!” commanded 
O. J. 


Under O. J.’s expert hand, the frantic cow 
was subdu cat che resembled a docile 
bossy rather than a ferocious beast. The 
white fluid squirted quickly to fill the nar- 
row-necked bottle. 

Carefully O. J. handed the brimful bottle 
to Pauline. “Run!” he ordered breathlessly. 

Everything depended on her now. Pauline 
held the bottle upright and ran as she had 
never run before, the white leather fringe of 
her skirt flapping against her bare legs. She 
was nearing the chutes, almost in front of the 
judges’ stand, and she could hear the excited 
screams of the crowd. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a 
bull staring at her behind the gate of a 
chute. She felt her pounding heart miss a 
beat and then race again as she spurted for- 
ward. Just as she reached the gate, the hulk- 
ing animal lowered his head and rammed 
his horns against the wooden bars with all 
his brute strength. Pauline turned in terror 
at the splintering sound to see if the bull 
were really breaking loose. With that back- 
ward glance she lost her balance and 
sprawled headlong in the dust. 

All thought of the angry bull was dashed 
from her mind. Her only worry was the milk 
bottle! It was still clasped in her hand, only 
there was a damp, dark spot on the earth 
where the milk had spilled. Miserable and 
ashamed, she al up and tried to make 
her way from the arena, away from O. J. 
and this awful, bitter disappointment. A 
group of girls got in the way, and she strug- 
gled to break through them, seeing the 
giggling party through the stinging mist in 
her eyes. 

“Please,” Pauline pleaded. 

They pushed and shoved, and Pauline, her 
resistance gone completely, was standing 
wretchedly in a line with them in front of 
the judges’ stand. 

“Winner of the Golden Spurs, best cow- 
boy of the rodeo, Hank Nicholson of the 
Circle Eight Ranch!” The judge’s voice 
boomed across the arena. 

“Winner of the Golden-Spurs Pin, best- 
dressed cowgirl, Miss Pauline Turner of the 
Estes Ranch!” 

The blaring announcement penetrated 
through the dull misery in Pauline’s heart. 
This was the final blow! What an inglorious 
rodeo debut she had made. Thoroughly 
humiliated, she broke through the rank of 
girls and hurried out the nearest gate to seek 
the solacing seclusion of the Estes’ station 
wagon. 

“Pauline, Paully!” O. J. was calling. He 
came sprinting along behind her. 

Pauline said, “Hello,” in her smallest, 
gloomiest, end-of-the-world voice. 

“Hi, pardner!” called O. J., catching up 
with her. “Congratulations!” 

“Congra—?” Pauline faltered. “You mean 
you're not mad at me for losing the Golden 
Spurs?” 

“Why, shoot,” O. J. said affably, “the way 
I look at it, I wouldn't even have had a 
chance at them if it hadn’t been for you. 
Besides, I'm right proud my girl won the 
Golden-Spurs Pin with that snazzy rig, so 
we didn’t lose completely.” 

He began to whack the dust from her 
white skirt with his gloves. “We can clean 
you up right at the house later, so you can 
wear this to the square dance this evening. 
Say, Pauline, would you go with me?” 

Would she? Would she! 


“Hi, pardner!” cried Pauline Urdell 
Turner, ex-dude. THE END 
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light and creamy, but not melted. Return 
to tray for final freezing. Serves 4 to 5. 
Sent by 
Patricia DiANE LOFGREN, 
Wellsboro, Pennsylvania 


APRICOT MOUSSE 
A mousse requires no stirring or beating 
during freezing. If preferred, it may be 
packed into tightly covered molds and 
packed in a mixture of chop ice and 
ice-cream salt (4 or 5 parts of ice to 1 of 
salt ). 


1 cup dried apricots 
1 cup boiling water milk (1 2/3 cups) 
Ya cup sugar 3 tablespoons lemon 
‘4 cup orange juice juice 


1 tall can evaporated 


Rinse apricots in cold water; drain; cover 
with boiling water and simmer in covered 
saucepan until tender. Press through a coarse 
sieve. Add sugar and orange juice to apricot 
pulp and stir until sugar is dissolved. Chill. 
Whip evaporated milk until very thick. Fold 
lemon juice, then fruit mixture, into whipped 
milk. Turn at once into cold freezing trays 
and freeze .until firm. Makes 3 pints. 

Sent by 
KareEN E. Danke, Neshkow, Wisconsin 


LIME-MINT DELIGHT 
As frozen desserts go, this one is inex- 
pensive, and relatively low in calories. It 
is easy to make, and is cool and refreshing 
in color and taste. 


Juice of 2 lemons 
1% cups sugar 

1 quart milk 
Fresh mint 


1 package lime-flavor- 
ed gelatin 
1 cup boiling water 


Dissolve gelatine in boiling water. Cool. 
Add lemon juice and sugar, and stir until 
sugar is dissolved. Cool thoroughly in re- 
frigerator, but do not let mixture congeal. 
Remove and add milk which is also well 
chilled. Beat with rotary egg beater until 
well blended. Pour into freezing tray and 
freeze until firm, stirring every 20 minutes. 
Serve in dessert dishes, topped with lightly 
crushed fresh mint. Serves 6. 

Sent by 
Kay JOHANSEN, Charlotte, North Carolina 


BISCUIT TORTONI 


Biscuit Tortoni is a rich dessert offered 
widely in Italian and French restaurants. 


%4 cup crushed 
macaroons 
% cup rich milk 


1 cup heavy cream, 
whipped 

1 teaspoon vanilla 
or light cream Maraschino cherries 

“4 cup confectioners’ Toasted unsalted al- 
sugar monds 

Few grains salt 


Combine macaroons, milk, sugar, and salt. 
Let stand 1 hour. Fold in whipped cream. 
Add vanilla. Place mixture in paper muffin 
cups and stand in refrigerator tray. Allow 
to freeze until hard. Decorate each cup with 
slivered cherries and bits of almonds. Yield: 
1% pints, or about 12 cups. 

Sent by 
ANNE SOLLER, Cincinnati, Ohio 


CHOCOLATE MINT ICE CREAM 


Using a prepared pudding mix cuts down 
on time, utensils, “a ingredients, especially 
eggs. Joan found the recipe in her home- 
town newspaper. 
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Iee Cream and Frozen Desserts (Continued from page 19) 


% teaspoon pepper- 
mint extract 

1 cup heavy cream, 
whipped 


1 package prepared 
chocolate pudding 
% cup sugar 
2 cups milk 
Combine pudding powder and sugar in 
top of double boiler. Add milk gradually, 
stirring constantly until thickened. Remove 
from heat. When slightly cool, stir in pep- 
permint flavoring. Turn into freezing tray 
of refrigerator, setting control at coldest 
point. Chill % hour. Remove to large bowl, 
beat, and then fold in whipped cream. 
Freeze one hour longer, then return to bowl 
and beat with rotary beater until smooth 
but not melted. Return to tray and freeze 
until firm. Yield: 1 quart. 
Sent by 
Joan Beck, Suffield, Ohio 


FROZEN LEMON TORTE 


Quite a rich dessert, with a refreshing 
flavor. It’s easy to make, and nice for din- 
ner or for a party. 


% cup vanilla wafers, Ye teaspoon salt 
finely crushed Ya cup sugar 

3 egg yolks, well- 3 egg whites, stiffly 
beaten beaten 

Y% cup lemon juice 4 cup evaporated 

Grated rind of 1 milk, whipped 
lemon 


Spread half of the vanilla wafer crumbs 
in bottom of an ice-cube tray. In top of 
double boiler, combine egg yolks, lemon 
juice and rind, salt, and sugar. Cook, stirring 
constantly, until of custard consistency. Re- 
move from heat and cool. Carefully com- 
bine egg whites and whipped evaporated 
milk, and fold into custard mixture. Spread 
over crumbs in ice tray and sprinkle remain- 
ing crumbs over top. Place in freezing com- 
partment and freeze solid without stirring. 
Serve in squares, topping with whipped 
cream if desired. Serves 6. 

Sent by 
Suzie SumMers, South Bend, Indiana 


FROZEN ORANGE-PRUNE WHIP 


Prune Whip is a oe gee dessert in any 
case. When glamorized with fruit juices, 
and frozen, it’s terrific. Try it! 


1 egg white, stiffly Ya teaspoon grated 
beaten orange rind 
Yacup sugar 2 tablespoons lemon 
% cup cooked, juice 
sieved prune pulp 1 cup heavy cream, 
Ya cup orange juice whipped 
Combine beaten egg white and sugar; add 
prune pulp and mix well. Add orange juice, 
orange rind, and lemon juice. Fold in 
whipped cream. Freeze in automatic re- 
frigerator at coldest setting for 3 hours. 


Serves 6. Sent by 
JupirH Benstexk, St. Louis, Missouri 
THE END 








NOTE: Please turn to page 
44 for next month’‘s Recipe 
Exchange announcement. 





If you don’t already have your copy of 
THE AMERICAN GIRL Recipe File #5, 
you'll want to order it now. You'll find in 
it many more recipes for tempting, easy-to- 
prepare frozen desserts. Send 6¢ in stamps 
and a large, stamped, self-addressed enve- 
lope to The American Girl, Cookbook Dept., 
155 East 44th Street, New York City 17. 








Make the Best 


FRUIT SALAD 
You EVER Tasted 





So Easy and Quick ... 


to Brighten Up a Party 

Yes, it’s a fancy party feast . . . Carnival 
Fruit Salad combines your favorite fruits 
and comes out like a chef’s creation. But 
you don’t have to be an expert—just fol- 
low this simple recipe. Your Carnival 
Salad will prove again that home-made 
is always best and just as easy. 


CARNIVAL FRUIT SALAD 
Soften: 1 envelope Knox Unflavored 
Gelatine in 
4 cup cold water 
Stir until thoroughly dissolved in: 
1 cup hot water or fruit juice 
Stirin: 2 tablespoons sugar 
¥ teaspoon salt 
Y{ cup lemon juice 
Chill: until consistency of unbeaten 
egg white 
Combine with: 
2 cups mixed cut and 
drained fruits 
Mold: _in large or individual molds. 
Chill until firm. Unmold on 
salad greens. Serve with 
mayonnaise or salad dressing 
Makes: 4 to 6 servings 


* § : 

FREE. -““Mrs. Knox's 
Illustrated Guide 
to Gel-Cookery” 
Page after page of easy, low-cost recipes 
featuring some of your family’s favorite 
flavors and foods—to serve in fresh, new 
ways. Salads, desserts, main dishes and 
candies that you'll find yourself serving 


over and over again. Address Mrs. Knox, 
Box AG-10, Johnstown, N. Y. 


KNOX 


the REAL 
Gelatine 


ALL PROTEIN—NO SUGAR—FOUR ENVELOPES FOR 4 MEALS 
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SPEAKING OF MOVIES 





SIERRA—When he tries to clear 
his father (Dean Jagger) of 
an old murder charge, Audie 
Murphy’s troubles are compli- 
cated by the unasked-for help of 
a girl attorney (Wanda Hendrix). 
Additional complications arise 
when Murphy and his troubadour 
pal (Burl Ives) become involved 
with rustlers of a herd of 
wild horses. The picture, photo- 
graphed in Technicolor, offers 
plenty of action, and there ore 
some very beautiful shots of Utah 
scenery. (Universal-International) 





RETURN OF THE FRONTIERS- 
MAN—A Wyoming sheriff, Jack 
Holt, is convinced, with the rest 
of the town, that his son, Gordon 
MacRae, is a robber and a mur- 
derer. The son’s pal, Rory Cal- 
houn, is the only one in the town 
who does not believe he is guilty, 
and to give him an opportunity 
to find the real culprit, he helps 
MacRae to break jail. There is 
plenty of fun and excitement from 
then on, with Julie London as the 
unwilling heroine. (Warner Bros.) 


ELLEN—This suspenseful drama 
is the story of Jeffery Cohalan 
(Robert Young) who, because of 
a series of misfortunes, considers 
himself the victim of bad luck. 
Returning to his home at Pine- 
cliff, he meets Ellen Foster (Betsy 
Drake) who falls in love with him. 
Disturbed by Jeffery’s strange 
actions, and a number of mysteri- 
ous happenings, Ellen decides to 
investigate on her own, and thus 
helps to bring about the picture’s 
happy ending. (United Artists) 





MY FRIEND IRMA GOES WEST 
—Irma (Marie Wilson) and her 
friends continue their zany ad- 
ventures as they travel across the 
country to fill a Hollywood con- 
tract. Their supposed contract 
actually is a fake, and the mix- 
ups are many and mad. When 
Irma is kidnapped a hilarious 
chase follows, and at the end 
Irma and Seymour (Jerry Lewis) 
receive legitimate movie offers. 
Other members of the cast are 
Diana Lynn, Dean Martin, and 
Corinne Calvet. (Paramount) 








Miracles in Your Back Yard 
(Continued from page 17) 


The jumping spiders stalk their prey like 
cats—using their large eyes which give them 
good day vision up to several inches. 

You'll find it easy to recognize crab 
spiders by their walk. They lie in wait for 
their prey, depending on protective colora- 
tion to hide them. The brightly colored types 
hide in flowers; the drab gray and brown 
ones prefer the shelter of bark against 
which they are almost invisible. 

Thus, each spider seems to have some 
unusual identifying characteristic. Fifteen 
minutes of exploration in your own back 
yard or a brief walk along any roadside 
should offer you rich opportunity for ob- 
servation. If you would like to know more 
about spiders before going into the field 
to see for yourself, you might read Dr. 
Gertsch’s recent book, “American Spiders,” 
or John H. Comstock’s “Spider Book.” You'll 
probably find them at your library. For a 
lighter work, ask for “About Spiders” by 
Elaine V. Emans. 

Have you ever heard the Greek myth 
which explains how spiders and other spider- 
like animals got their scientific name, Arach- 
nida? Arachne, a maiden of the city of 
Colophon, challenged the goddess Athena, 
patroness of spinning, weaving, and em- 
broidery, to a contest. In her work, Athena 
portrayed the triumphs of the gods; Arachne 
mocked their weaknesses. Insulted and 
angry, Athena wrecked the work of her 
rival. Arachne hanged herself, but Athena 
restored her to life, changed her to a spider, 
and condemned her and her descendants 
to spin forever. Thus the children of 
Arachne are still serving the sentence im- 
posed by the angry goddess. 

In the legends of the American Indians, 
the spider is almost always a hero. Accord- 
ing to one of these legends, the spider is 
pictured as the favorite of Old-man, the 
Indian Creator. To repay the spider for 
driving the flies away from his head once 
when he was wounded, the Old-man caught 
a trace of the gray dawn and a shaft of 
golden sunlight, mixed them with the sap 
of a balsam tree. Thus he created the 
thread to help the spider catch flies more 
easily, and even today the spider still reaps 
the reward for that ancient kindness. 

THE END 





Shadow-Boxing 


(Continued from page 18) 


background, but I’ve seen shadow boxes 
made that way, and they are very attractive. 

Now, this is how the pieces all go together 
to make the shadow box. 


STEP 1 


a. On boards A and E measure off and 
mark with a soft pencil 5%”, 5%”, and 5%” 
The 5%” section should be at the top. 

b. Nail together boards A, D, C, and B, 
starting by nailing B to A, then C, then D, 
as shown in the diagram. 

STEP 2 

a. Nail boards E and F to those already 
joined, thus completing the frame. 

b. Place illustration board against back of 
frame. 

c. The illustration board will be a little 
larger than the frame, so tack it to the back 
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and trim off the extra material with a sharp 
knife or a sharp, single-edged razor blade. 
Any sort of tacks may be used. 


STEP 3 


Note: Boards J, K, I, and H are cut longer 
than needed to allow for the mitering of the 
corners. Do not trim these boards until 
you've reached item e in Step 3. 

a. Now you are ready for the facing. 
Trace the length and width of boards H and 
] on heavy wrapping paper. Mark and cut 
out the tracings. 

b. Fold the H paper in half. From the 
center fold draw one of the outside curves 
according to the picture and cut it out. Un- 
fold the paper and you have the complete 
pattern. Center this pattern on board H, and 
trace it with your pencil. Repeat on board J. 

¢. Clamp board H on top of board I. With 
a jig saw, cut through both boards along 
the pencil line. 

d. Repeat Step 3¢ with boards J and K. 

e. In order to put the facing together, the 
corners will have to be mitered—that is, the 
ends must be cut off at a 45° angle so that 
the four pieces of the facing can be fitted 
together just like a picture frame. This will 
probably require the help of your dad or 
some friend with a miter box. If you want 
to miter the corners yourself, this is the way 
you do it. Draw a straight line across the 
center of board H (11%” from both ends). 
Measure 8%” from the center line along the 
inner (unscalloped) edge to the left end. 
Measure 11” from center to the left end 
along the outer (scalloped) edge. Draw a 
line between these two points and cut off 
the excess triangular-shaped piece. Repeat 
process at right end, using same measure- 
ments. Do the same for board I. Boards J 
and K are mitered in the same way, but you 
measure 7” from the center to each end on 
inner edge, 9%” on outer edge. 

f. Nail the finished facing to the frame 
with 1” brads. 


STEP 4 
a. Fill any cracks or crevices with plastic 
wood, When the plastic wood is thoroughly 
dry, smooth the box. off with fine sandpaper. 
b. Paint the box. 


I PAINTED my box ivory on the outside and 
pale blue on the inside, and lettered my 
first name across the bottom of the box to 
give it a personal touch. Of course you'll 
want a color scheme that will suit your room. 
For example, if your walls are a solid color, 
you might want to paint the frame of the 
box a contrasting color, and paste wallpaper 
on the inside, using regular library paste. 
You might even decide to hang the box the 
long way, and have only one shelf, which 
would require only a small change in your 
plans. Then the frame would require a 4” 
board only 7’ long, and you'd have the 
lumberman cut it in the following lengths: 
2 pieces 17” long and 2 pieces 14” long 
(sides); 1 piece 16” long (shelf). The shelf 
is placed in the center—as shown by the 
dotted line in the illustration. 

It’s fun to make a shadow box like this. 
Mine makes my room prettier two ways: 
Now that I have a place for my precious 
collection, it’s easier to keep things tidy and 
neat. And, in addition, my hale box is 
an attractive decoration. 

Why not make one for your room? THE END 
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that—to be ta 
popular 
you must 


be sweet 


And talking about sweet 
—you can't beat the 
chocolaty, TOOTSIE ROLL 
for mouth-watering 
goodness. That's why it's 
so popular everywhere. 








THE MOST POPULAR CANDY ROLL FOR GENERATIONS 


* NEW HAVEN, CONN. 


NO WONDER SO MANY FOLKS 


Make Good M 


in Their Spare Time ... Without Taking A Job or 
Putting in Regular Hours... And WITHOUT EXPERIENCE! 


H™: a friendly way to make a fine income, spare-time or full time. Show 
lovely Doehla Box Assortments of richly decorated Christmas and All- 
Occasion Greeting Cards, distinctive ‘‘Name-Imprinted’’ Stationery, gay Gift 
Wrappings. Many other Doehla items so exceptionally beautiful that your friends, 
pet og and co-workers will be delighted to give you big orders. NO EX- 
PERIENCE NEEDED—our FREE BOOK shows you easy ways for any beginner 
to make money ! You make up to 50¢ on each $1 box, even more 
on bonus orders. Mail coupon now—without money—for 
sample boxes on approval, including new ‘‘50-for-$1"" name- 
imprinted cards. No obligation. HARRY DOEHLA Co., 
Studio A-47, Fitchburg, Mass. (If you live west of Rockies— 
mail coupon to Palo Alto, Calif.) 


















HARRY DCEHLA CO., Studie A-47, Fitchburg, Mass. (or Pale Alto, Calif.) , 
Makes ~—.~ l Please rush—for FREE 
end Friends Teo J TRIAL—sample boxes Name.crnennisinveiniccnersicrnes fl 
." ergunmancnattras. on approval, money- (Please Print Clearly) i 
ve my friends . 
gave their orders ! ~~ WK 4 ne 7 
1 SS a in I Also send FREE Book 
this new venture.” § Of easy Ways FOF AMY- City,,.....ccovsssersssseessessrsees ES ] 
—Mary Pasciucco, one to make money. Please state Zone No. (if any) 
N. Y. he ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee oe oe 








GIRLS! 


Here's An Easy Way To = 


EARN *3 750A 


Sell Just 50 Boxes Of New 
Metal Foil Christmas Cards 


Imagine! You can quickly make Big Money for 
yourself or your favorite girls’ club! A girl of 
13 made $203.35 this easy way. Here’s all you do: 
show FREE SAMPLES of gorgeous METAL 
FOIL Christmas Cards to péople you know. These 
Christmas Cards are the NEWEST shown and 
absolutely DIFFERENT! Customers order fast! 
You make 75c a box profit—$37.50 CASH on just 50 boxes! 


BIG LINE OF QUICK MONEY-MAKERS! 
Add to your earnings by showing $1 Christmas Assort- 
ments, Gift Wraps, Everyday Cards, other fast-sellers. 
Name-Imprinted Christmas C; , SO for $1. All won- 
der-values; sell themselves—pay you big cash money. 


START EARNING AT ONCE! 
Make lots of money now till 
Christmas. Send for FREE Per- 
sonal Christmas Card samples 
and Assortments on approval. 
ee =e ee eee e a= = 


Ng CHARLES C. SCHWER CO., 
a 
ry 


e 


Fes 


165 ELM ST., DEPT, 51-K, WESTFIELD, MASS. 4 
YES! | want to make e: money! Rush FREE METAL FOIL 
mormeye Christmas Oned Eenoles. Include Assortments on t 
a . 
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J roouns is 
EXTRA MONEY and FRIENDS 


SAYS C. L. EVANS 
SELL CHRISTMAS CA 










RDS 


Newest Metallic, Comics On Parade 
Assortments, Gift Wrappings, Chil- 
dren’s ‘‘Action”’ Books, Gifts 
Novelties. Profits to 100%. Bonus. 
Special offers. Write for Feature 


8a. 
50 for $1 up Name f i 
Cante e Imprinted 


NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS 
North Abington 283, Mass. i 
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A dignified way to 


MAKE ¥: @&e 


MONEY “) *& 





with exclusive GREETING, XMAS 
CARDS, unusual Stationery and Gift 
Wrappings. Beautiful, different, ex- 
citing assortments that sell on sight. 
MAKE from $25 up in your spare 
time. Friends, family, neighbors, 
everybody will buy. Raise funds for 
your club or church. Easy, profitable, 
dignified. No experience necessary. 
Thousands are doing it, you can too, 
It costs you nothing to try. 


Littlewoods ine, vey. v1 


541 West 22nd Street, N.Y. 11, N.Y. 











Gold PLATED 
BEAUTIFULLY 


ENGRAVE 
FREE 







With 
your 
é name 

a With Bs 
- . his on 
50¢ Wieas hearts 
Sorry, No C.0.D.'s. "3 Pin, and 
You'll be amazed like Vg any Name, 
thousands of others Year or date 
when you receive your pin. n Lock Pin. 


yo 
1. TASH GIFT ENGRAVING CO. 
487 BROADWAY, DEPT. 53-K, NEW YORK 13, N. Y. 
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GIRLS!—NEW LOVELY 
KEY-TO-MY-HEART PIN 
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on the Post Road run by Oats Manning who 
didn’t mind having the whole high school 
crowd barge in on him. Connie didn’t care 
for it because it was crowded and noisy, but 
what could she do? It was the only place 
where the high school students could go, 
now that Daystar was closed. 

“All right,” she agreed. “I'll hurry along 
now to do my homework.” 

“Good. See you under the clock in the 
gym as usual. I'll get there early with Gail 
and Doug and save you a seat.” 

She said good-by and left him standing 
on the bridge. She knew he was watching 
her and she turned back for a last wave, and 
smiled. His wet hair was plastered close to 
his head, his earnest eyes followed her. She 
thought: It’s an afternoon I'll always remem- 
ber. Even if we don’t see so much of each 
other. I'll always remember Bruce standing 
there in the rain with that look in his eyes, 
and the river gulls swooping down and 
screeching all around him. 


V JueN THEY reached the Beefburger 


that night, the place was even more 
of a madhouse than usual. Booths made to 
accommodate four were jammed full of six or 
eight people. Every counter stool was occu- 
pied, too, and those who couldn't find seats 
stood in the small cleared space in the cen- 
ter, eating hamburgers and hot dogs and 
shouting to each other at the top of their 
lungs. The most popular booth in the place 
was one filled with a group of cheerleaders 
from the rival team. A crowd of Seth Ben- 
nett boys was making a fuss over them. 

“I see competition ends where a pretty 
face begins,” Gail commented to Bruce and 
Doug and Connie. 

They laughed, and then Doug spied a 
party leaving one of the booths. As they 
settled down, Gail whispered, “Lisbeth Mal- 
lory and Spencer Watts are sitting at the 
end of the counter near the door.” 

Bruce and Doug went over to the counter 
and brought back hamburgers and milk for 
them all. Connie poured some catsup on her 
hamburger, but she left it untouched after 
the first bite or two. It was hard to enjoy 
anything in such noise and confusion. Some- 
one dropped a couple of dishes and the 
crowd booed and cheered. 

“Oats Manning isn’t going to like this,” 
Gail commented. “He doesn’t mind clean 
fun, but he hates roughhouse.” 

“Oats isn’t here. His brother-in-law, the 
one they call ‘Scrapper,’ is in charge.” 

“Worse yet,” Bruce said. “Scrapper is 
really tough. I'm surprised he’s stood for as 
much as he has tonight.” 

Someone dropped a handful of nickels into 
the juke box and the rhythm of a tango 
blared forth. Gail leaned forward. “Look, 
Lisbeth and Spencer are going to dance.” 
Connie craned her neck over the booth. 

Sure enough, Lisbeth and Spencer turned 
experimentally around in a square foot of 
floor space. 

The crowd drew back a little to make 
room for them. Soon there was a circle of 
noisy, interested onlookers. Spencer tried a 
few more elaborate steps and Lisbeth fol- 
lowed him well. The crowd pushed back, 
pressing those at the outer edge up against 
the booths. 

Scrapper’s voice cut roughly through the 
music and laughing. “Okay, kids, break it 
up. No dancing allowed. There’s no room.” 


Daystar (Continued from page 15) 








He retied the strings on his apron and went 
back to work. 

When a new record started, Lisbeth and 
Spencer began to dance again. Scrapper 
walked over to Spencer and grabbed his 
arm. “Maybe you didn’t hear right. I said 
cut that out.” 

Spencer shrugged the hand from his arm. 
“Who do you think you are? If Oats were 
here, he wouldn't object.” 

“Well, he’s not here. And I say nothing 
doing.” 

Spencer shrugged and turned his back. 
The crowd grumbled at Scrapper’s broad, 
retreating back. Lisbeth sat down and drank 
her coke, but she pouted and seemed to be 
scolding Spencer. 

“She's needling him,” Gail guessed. “Egg- 
ing him on to dance again. He will, too. Just 
give him time.” 

Gail was right. It took only a catchy Latin- 
American tune and a remark from the side 
lines to finish Lisbeth’s work. Someone 
shouted to Spencer, “Bet you can’t start a 
Conga line on this two-by-four floor!” 

Spencer called back, “Try it yourself, 
smart guy.” 

“I'm game if you are.” The speaker pulled 
one of the pretty cheerleaders of the rival 
team from the booth. “We'll start a line 
here,” he called to Spencer, “and you start 
one over there. The line that gives up first 
treats the others to hamburgers.” 

Spencer looked over at Scrapper, busy 
slapping hamburgers down on the grill. 
Connie thought: I hope he doesn’t take the 
dare. Scrapper might do almost anything. 

But Spencer and Lisbeth were on the floor, 
swaying to the rhythm of the Conga. A line 
quickly formed behind them. Gail rose and 
pulled her coat around her shoulders. 

“T don’t like the look of this,” she said. 
“Let’s get out of here while we can.” 

As Connie started across the floor to the 
door, she heard Scrapper’s voice again. “If 
you kids won't listen to me, I'll have to call 
the State Police. They're only half a block 
away.” 

The crowd laughed and mumbled, “Aw, 
he’s only bluffing,” but Connie felt herself 
go cold with nervousness. She felt reassured 
when Bruce took her arm, but her reassur- 
ance was short-lived. She and Bruce became 
trapped in the crowd. The door seemed 
miles away. She was caught up in one of the 
Conga lines and Bruce in the other. Not 
even by pushing could she free herself. 


WAITRESS, crossing the floor with a tray- 

ful of dishes, was caught in the sway- 
ing crowd also. Connie watched the girl's 
face turn from uncertainty to fear to panic. 
Someone was thrown against her, and her 
tray crashed to the floor. Shaking with sobs, 
she jumped back from the flying glass, but 
one of her hands was cut. 

Connie, helpless, imprisoned, had only 
two impressions. One was Bruce calling her 
name. The other was the pungent smell of 
fried onions, filling the room, getting into 
her nostrils and hair and clothes. Then 
Bruce was close enough to grab her arm. 
“Get through the mob to the front door, 
Connie. Now’s your chance!” 

She felt the draft of cold air as the door 
opened. Then she knew they would never 
get outside. Four strapping State policemen 
filled the opening. 

The shouting and the laughing died out. 
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Only the screaming of the juke box was alive 
in the room. The tallest ‘a the policemen 
called over to Scrapper. “What’s the com- 
plaint, neighbor?” 

Scrapper came forward, wiping his hands 
on a dish towel. “You see what I got to con- 
tend with. They wouldn’t listen to me. This 
is no place to dance. Already one of the 

waitresses got cut on broken glass. If they 
keep this up, I'm afraid someone will be 
hurt serious. 

The policeman looked around. “Want me 
to take anyone special over to the barracks?” 

Scrapper was confused. He pointed toward 
Lisbeth and Spencer. “That girl and the boy 
with her are the ringleaders. But the whole 
bunch was in on the rumpus. To be fair, I 
guess you got to take them all.” 

Connie wanted to shout, “But that’s not 
fair at all! We were caught up in it on our 
way out, against our will!” But the police- 
men were already marching the sheepish 
and subdued crowd out the door. 


N THE moving pictures Connie had seen, 
I the police sergeant behind the desk was 
usually an elderly man with a stern face and 
a hard, unfeeling manner. But Sergeant 
Frank Maresca was quite different. 

Connie had known him as long as she 
could remember. The small boys in Ponta- 
tuck idolized this easygoing copper who took 
time to fix the propeller of a model airplane 
or pitch an inning for the losing team. Be- 
cause his parents, like theirs, were Italian, 
they felt he belonged to them. 

Standing in the semicircle in front of 
Frank’s desk, Connie felt a mixture of relief 
and shame that he was in charge. When 
Frank’s eyes rested on her face, the shame 
predominated and she wanted to tell him, 
“It’s not my fault. I didn’t want to get mixed 
up in it.” 

The policeman who had acted as the 
spokesman at the Beefburger explained what 
had happened. There was no trace of his 
usual joviality as Sergeant Maresca asked, 
“What were these young people doing?” 

“When I opened the door, the place looked 
like a madhouse. Kids jumping up and down 
in the middle of the floor, everyone shouting 
and singing and laughing. They knocked a 
tray out of a waitress’s hands and she got 
cut. Manning’s brother-in-law thought it 
might get worse.” 

Sergeant Maresca nodded as if he’d heard 
enough. He looked around at them. “Now 
suppose we hear your version of what hap- 
pened.” His eyes rested on Connie, and she 
was glad when he passed her by and looked 
down at their names on the book in front of 
him. 

“Which of you is Gail Bennett?” 

Gail stepped forward into the arc of light, 
her expression serious but unafraid. 

Frank Maresca studied her a moment. It 
was almost as if he were saying, “I'm call- 
ing on you because you're Austin Bennett's 
daughter and a leader at Seth Bennett 
High.” Finally he asked, “Would you like to 
give your version of what happened?” 

Connie knew Gail well enough to realize 
she would never tell him that her crowd had 
become mixed up in the rumpus accidentally 
as they were trying to leave. But she was 
not prepared for the answer Gail gave. 

“Sergeant Maresca,” Gail asked, “when 
you went to High, can you remember what 
you did after Seth Bennett had won a cham- 
pionship game of basketball?” 

The merest suggestion of a twinkle shone 
in Frank Maresca’s eyes. “I played varsity 
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center. I usually made a beeline for home 
and bed.” 

The crowd laughed, grateful for the chance 
to relieve the tension. “I see what you mean, 
Miss Bennett. You’d like to know what the 
rest of the school did to celebrate the 
victory.” 

“Yes, sir. I would.” 

Frank Maresca looked up at the ceiling 
as if the arc of light reflected there would 
help him span the years. “There was an ice 
cream store in the village then.” He looked 
over at the nearest policeman. “Joe, what 
did we call that place Patsy Massaro used 
to run?” 

Joe’s face reddened as he answered, “The 
Greasy Spoon.” 

For the first time this evening, Frank 
Maresca’s face was lighted with his famous 


smile. “That’s it. The Greasy Spoon. Boy, | 


was that place a mess after a dance or any 
other school affair!” 


“Well, Sergeant Maresca, in place of your | 


Greasy Spoon, we have the Beefburger,” 
Gail said. 


Sergeant Maresca came from behind the | 
desk and stood in the are of light with Gail. | 


“I see what you mean, Miss Bennett.” They 
looked at each other, the tall, self-possessed 
girl with Yankee features, and the husky 
man with the lively Italian face. 

“I thought you had a special place all | 


your own where you could go. Down near | 


the bridge. On Gregory Lane. Star something- 
or-other.” 

“Daystar,” someone called from the crowd. 

“What ever happened to it anyway?” the 
sergeant asked. “Didn’t it work out?” 

Connie watched Gail. Her face, always 
slightly pale, was white. Connie wanted to 
put an arm around her. She hoped the 
others would have sense enough not to blurt 
out the story about her father. It would be 
just like Lisbeth Mallory to tell the whole 
thing. 

But Gail herself spoke up. “My father 
didn’t approve of the idea,” she explained. 
“He bought the Gregory house and closed it 
up. 

The crowd, sensing an opportunity to shift 
the blame for their misdemeanor, set up a 
grumbling. “We had a place until Mr. Ben- 
nett closed it up.” “It was a swell place while 
it lasted.” “Why did he have to interfere?” 

Sergeant Maresca silenced them with a 
gesture. “Seems to me if you really wanted 
this youth center or whatever you called it, 
you wouldn't wait for someone to come along 
and dump it into your laps. Why don’t you 
go out and get what you want?” 

Connie kept her eyes on Gail. She stretched 
out her hand as if she wanted to touch 
Frank Maresca’s arm in a gesture of grati- 
tude. Then she dropped it quickly and 
stepped back next to Doug. 

The sergeant took his post behind the 
desk and wrote in the book in front of him, 
talking as he wrote. “This case will be re- 
ferred to Mr. Manning to see if he wants to 
press charges.” 

He looked up at them. “Knowing Mr. 
Manning as I do, I think he'll drop the 
whole thing. But you're not to take that as 
a license to repeat this evening’s perform- 
ance.” He pointed at them with his pen. 
“You made a nuisance of yourselves in a 
public place, causing an accident with bod- 
ily damage.” His voice suddenly softened. 
“Kids, if I were you, I'd get another youth 
center. Even if I had to turn this town up- 
side down to do it.” 


(To be concluded) 
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Brownies and a leader tend one of the 
hundreds of shrubs planted by Duval 
County, Florida, Girl Scouts to 

beautify a State highway 







3] “Your Land and My Land” was the theme of a very success- 
ful father-daughter party given recently by Hammond, In- 
diana, Girl Scouts in the local Civic Center. In keeping with its 
theme, the party started with everyone singing “America, the Beau- 
tiful.” Then troops in appropriate costumes, representing five dif- 
ferent sections of the United States—East, South, Middle West, 
Northwest, and West—entertained their guests with old and new 
songs, folk and square dances, and dramatizations typical of each 
section. As a finale, a group made up of two girls from each troop 
pledged allegiance to the flag, and the entertainment ended with 
“Taps” and the singing of the “Star-Spangled Banner.” The Girl 
Scouts prepared the invitations for the party, made the favors for 
their guests, arranged the decorations and served refreshments, in 
addition to acting as ushers and checkroom girls. “A good time 
was had by all,” and the girls already are looking forward to next 
year's party. 








& News of Girl Scout activities comes to us this month from al- 
most as many different parts of the country as were represented 
at the Hammond Girl Scouts’ party. On the Navajo Indian Reservation 
in the Southwest more than eight hundred registered Girl Scouts are 
carrying on a varied and interesting program. By far the largest 
number of Indian troops in this region are on the Reservation, 
which covers more than thirty thousand square miles and has 
within it some of the most beautiful scenery in the country. The 
Girl Scout troops—ranging from Brownies through Seniors—are spon- 
sored for the most part by the Navajo Indian Service Schools, and 
many of the leaders are teachers in the schools. Almost all of the 
Navajo girls have natural artistic ability, so Arts and Crafts of 
course are very popular, with Homemaking, and Music and Dancing, 
as runners-up. Navajo girls live out of doors a large part of the 
year, and troop camping and cook-outs, where they learn Girl 
Scout ways of camping, are a natural part of their program. They 
sing their own Navajo songs and dance the Navajo dances, but they 
also enjoy learning the Girl Scout singing and + sr games. Be- 
cause the officials of the Indian Schools believe that the Girl Scout 
program is in line with the best in modern education, they consider 
Girl Scouting an important part of their educational program, and 
the large number of troops on the reservation is the result of their 
interest and enthusiasm. 





& In Florida, motorists driving on the stretch of the Roosevelt 
Highway within the Jacksonville area have the Girl Scouts of 
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Md Cece 


Headline News 


A snowstorm in July was only one 
exciting adventure of the Thief 
River Falls, Minnesota, Girl 
Scouts’ trip to Yellowstone 


Duval County to thank for the flowering shrubs and trees which beau- 
tify the parkway. Three years ago the Girl Scouts decided on a five- 
year project to improve the barren, unattractive appearance of the 
highway. After plans had been drawn up by the chairman of the 
Florida Federation of Art, the necessary permissions were secured 
from the various road departments, and the work was begun. The 
Florida State Road Department each year has supplied labor, fer- 
tilizer, and water to prepare the ground and has assisted the girls 
with the planting. With contributions from Brownies, Girl Scouts, 
Seniors, and their leaders, shrubs have been bought through the 
City Park Department, and in the last three years 750 flowering 
shrubs and trees have been planted as an Arbor Day observance. 
About fifty troops have taken part in the work of beautifying the 
highway with lovely shrubs and trees like mimosa, fire thorn, Par- 
kinsonia, Brazilian pepper trees, feijoa, yellow jessamine, and spiraea. 
Next year the Girl Scouts hope to plant 100 rosebushes, each troop 
buying one or more bushes. At the present time the girls think 
they can complete their fine community service in less than the five 
years originally planned, and that soon the trees and shrubs they 
have planted will make this particular strip of the Roosevelt High- 
way lovely every month of the year. 


& Out in Thief River Falls, Minnesota, last summer, the girls of 
Troop 34 decided that they would like to visit Yellowstone Park. 
Nothing daunted by the fact that this involved a trip of a thousand- 
odd miles, they set to work to make their dream come true, and 
in a surprisingly short time it did. Finances, of course, were the 
big hurdle, but each of the sixteen girls in the troop sold greeting 
cards until she had made a profit of fifty dollars. The troop raised 
additional funds by having a booth at the County Fair, and by 
selling hot dogs at school football games. When final arrangements 
for the trip had been made, the girls’ mothers helped them plan 
the food and menus, and on the morning of July 11 the sixteen 
members of the troop, and the adults who accompanied them, 
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in Girl Scouting 


These Navajo Indian girls are members 
of Brownie Troop 404 in Shiprock, 
New Mexico, on the Navajo 

Indian Reservation 


piled into a school bus, with sleeping bags, suitcases, air mattresses, 
a camp stove, and food enough to feed a regiment! That evening 
they stayed in Bismarck, North Dakota, where the local Girl Scouts 
had invited them to spend the night in their Scout house. Next day 
they started for Miles City, passing through the famous Badlands of 
North Dakota on the way. In Miles City some of the girls decided 
to sleep outdoors, since there was a shelter near by in case of rain. 
Bright and early the next morning they set off gaily for Cody, 
Wyoming, where the Girl Scouts gave them the use of their new, 
and at that time unfinished, Scout house. In Cody the troop attended 
a rodeo and were invited to see a movie as guests of the theater 
manager, who also treated them to ice cream and cookies. The next 
day was an exciting one, for they finally arrived at Yellowstone Na- 
tional Park, the goal of their long planning. They spent the first two 
days in the Park at Canyon, where they slept six in a cabin, went for 
a long and beautiful early-morning hike, and danced in the evening. 
Old Faithful was the next stop, and here they swam in the warm 
geyser pool and saw the famous geyser illuminated at night. The 
really high point of the trip, however, came next—their three-day 
stay in the Teton Mountain Range. The girls camped in the open, 
with the temperature at night dropping to thirty-five degrees, 
though in daytime it was so warm that they swam in the fresh 
mountain stream. At Fishing Ridge they had another unforgettable 
“aeete-s real snowstorm in the middle of July! But with heated 
cabins in which to stay, and plenty of food, they took it as a lark. 
Boarding the bus once more, they headed for Billings, Montana, 
where sister Scouts again offered them a Scout house in which to 
stay overnight. The following night was spent in the Legion Hall 
in Miles City, where the hot running water was much appreciated. 
Bismarck was the last stop before starting on the final leg of the 
homeward journey, and here they again availed themselves of the 
hospitality of the Girl Scout house. Then, a little bit lonesome for 
parents and friends, they headed for home, after a completely 
successful trip which had given them many wonderful memories. 
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For a father-daughter party, Girl Scouts 
of Hammond, Indiana, in costume, 
cleverly carried out the theme of their 
party, “Your Land and My Land” 


& A new and unusual (to us, at least) way to bring cheer to shut- 
ins was devised by Troop 21 of Newportville, Pennsylvania, at 
Eastertime. The girls planted small branches from apple trees in 
pots of earth and covered the branches with aluminum paint. Then 
marshmallow rabbits, and candy eggs, chickens, and ducks were 
fastened to the branches with bright ribbons or Cellophane tape. 
Crepe paper was used to make a nest at the foot of the “tree,” 
and into this were tucked dyed eggs and a large rabbit. The trees 
were presented to a group of shut-ins, who were delighted with the 
novelty, especially when they learned that if the branches were 
kept watered, the apple blossoms would come out. Shortly after 
Easter the troop received a letter telling them that one of the trees 
was already in bloom. 





& International Friendship, naturally, was the keynote of the Juli- 
ette Low birthday party held at the Girl Scout headquarters in 
Washington, D. C. Thirty Girl Scouts and Brownies, representing the 
ten districts in the Washington Girl Scout Council, presented their 
contributions to the Juliette Low Fund. The guest of honor was 
Mrs. G. C. S. Corea, wife of the ambassador from Ceylon, who 
had brought with her a number of saris. Using a Senior Scout as 
a model, Mrs. Corea showed the girls how to arrange the long 
strips of cloth into the graceful, flowing dress of her countrywomen. 
The Girl Scouts were thrilled when Mrs. Corea, in accepting an 
Associate Member pin, told them that she had been a Girl Guide 
in Ceylon. 


At another party in honor of Mrs. Low’s birthday—this one in 

Bristol, Connecticut—fifty schoolbags were presented to the Juli- 
ette Low Fund representative. Brownies, Girl Scouts, Mariners, and 
Senior Service Scouts of forty-one troops were present. As each 
troop was announced, a member walked onstage and presented 
her troop’s contribution of bags. In addition to the presentation 
of the schoolbags, the Program Committee which directed the exer- 
cises staged a variety show, with girls from twenty-six of the troops 


taking part in it. THE END 


Each month, “All Over the Map” will bring you news of outstanding things 
being done by Girl Scouts. If your troop has any exciting plans afoot, or 
has recently undertaken any especially interesting project, write ard tell 
us all the details (send us glossy photographs, suitable for reproduc- 
tion, if you have them) so that we can pass the news on in these columns. 
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On Top of the World 





Fay Welch 


but what a breath-taking view, and how 

exhilarating it is to stand there and look 
out over the whole range! Who would have 
thought there were so many lakes or so many 
beautiful flowers on the way up? How about 
tackling tomorrow the hike along the knife- 
edge, as that very narrow ridge to the south 
is called? “Watch your step” has real signifi- 
cance there, for the path is only eighteen 
inches wide, and “path” is a polite name for 
those tumbled rocks. Is that lodgepole pine 
on the hillside across the valley, or doesn’t 
it grow here? Anyway, the spruce forest we 
came through on the way up was almost 
worth the trip, the trees were so fine. 

When we get down to the base camp, we 
can figure out the distances on the map and 
decide about the knife-edge hike. If that 
seems too long to do in one day, we might 
take the trail over to Hidden Lake on the 
west, and have a quick dip in it before lunch. 
It’s so cold that we can’t stay in long, but the 
water is clear and invigorating, and lunch 
will taste twice as good after a few strokes 
have sharpened our appetites. We could 
make some cocoa or tea, too, for a small fire 
at the water’s edge would be quite safe, and 
it would be fun to do for a change, though 
the water from the mountain streams is al- 
ways good with our trail lunches. 

Did anyone bring the field glasses? You 
know there is supposed to be a party of 
climbers over on the cliffs to the north, and 
maybe we could see them. Of course they 
are —— and have been climbing for 
years, for it takes a great deal of practice to 
attempt those walls of rock, and many people 
never enjoy it. But those who do think it’s 
marvelous. 


I: A Lonc hike to get up on that ridge, 


Mountains, like the “Big Trees” of the red- 
wood forests, have to be experienced to be 
appreciated and understood. Once having 
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You may find it a hard climb to the 
summit, but once you’re there, you'll 
agree it was well worth the effort 


Every pound counts when you have to 
carry’ a pack on your own back, so 
watch the weight of your equipment 


Sometimes the going is rather rough, 
and you may have to get down on all 
fours on the way up a steep incline 





had this experience, you are never quite the 
same person again, and the urge to go back 
and back to the mountains is always there. 

But mountains do not give up their secrets 
easily. You must be prepared for them, both 
physically and mentally, or they can be ruth- 
less and cruel, no matter how beautiful they 
oe. It is the old story of man and the 
elements: it takes a lot of know-how to 
master them, and those who skip too lightly 
over the know-how pay for their foolishness. 





by CONSTANCE RITTENHOUSE 


NATIONAL EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR, 
GIRL SCOUTS OF THE U.S.A. 


It takes a lot of know-how 


to master the mountains— 


or they will master you! 


On the other hand, if you approach the 
mountains with respect, realizing that there 
is much to learn and that it is well worth the 
learning, you will inevitably be rewarded 
because you will have developed skills which 
make it possible to find new and exciting 
places and perhaps eventually to become a 
real mountaineer. Where and how do you 
begin, anyhow? 

First of all, by being a hiker in whatever 
kind of country you live, and this is really 
very easy. Walking is a simple, natural thing 
to do and costs nothing. Good old shanks’ 
mare will take you to many an interesting 
spot with no more elaborate preparation than 
putting on a comfortable, sturdy pair of 
shoes and tucking a sandwich, an apple, and 
a chocolate bar in a pocket, or fastening 
them in a small package on your belt. If you 
want to go on all-day hikes, you must have 
some rain togs, too—a rain hat or raindanna 
and a rain jacket or poncho—plus a small 
first-aid kit, which easily packs in a knap- 
sack or rucksack, for which there are many 
good homemade patterns. 

Most of us prefer to hike in company, and 
assembling the simple equipment for the 
crowd is part of the fun. The first thing you 
know, you have turned into an informal 
walking club, with several adult leaders who 
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take turns going on the expeditions with 
you. Perhaps it all developed from the good 
times you have had out of doors with your 
Girl Scout troop, and you decide te have 
either a “Hikers’ Patrol” or day hikes for the 
entire troop. 

Of course the moment inevitably comes 
when the Saturday afternoon walks or day 
hikes aren’t enough, and the crowd isn’t go- 
ing to be satisfied until they go on a regular 
trip and stay out several days, maybe a week, 
certainly long enough to be in some real 
mountains. 

At this point, it is taken for granted that 
all of you are in good walking trim and can 
keep going for the better part of a day, and 
the next day after that, and feel fine. If you 
are off on an extended trip, it is best to have 
a checkup by a doctor, especially if you 
contemplate going into much higher altitude 
than that to which you are accustomed. 
There is no telling what altitude is going to 
do to people, except that it makes everyone 
who isn’t used to it a bit short of breath, but 
some are quite seriously affected, feel weak 
and no-good, and can’t take heavy exercise. 
Your doctor probably won't be able to tell 
you just how you are going to stand altitude, 
but he certainly can inform you if you have 
had the sort of health history which would 
make hiking in high altitudes a poor idea. 

Everyone in your crowd who is in good 
physical condition for the mountains will 
probably want to go on the trip. In plan- 
ning a trip of this kind, the number to go is 
an important point to consider. There is no 
“ideal” number, but if there are to be over 
ten or twelve, plan ahead of time to sub- 
divide the group, with not more than six 
girls to an adult leader. In any case, this is 
about the right proportion of adults to girls, 
and it is better to make it fewer girls to 
each leader rather than more. 

Now the great question is where to go. 
There is a wonderful choice in the United 
States, and where you head for depends on 
accessibility to your home base and what 
you can afford to spend on transportation. 
What will your transportation cost, and what 
facilities are available—train, bus, private 
car? Many mountains are in State and na- 
tional parks. Detailed information on these 
parks is readily obtainable by writing to Park 
Headquarters at whatever park interests you; 
or write for general information to National 
Park Service, U.S. Department of the In- 
terior, Washington, D.C. If you are not sure 
about the names of State parks, write to the 
State Forestry Service; there is one in most 
States that have parks. 

July and August are apt to be the best 
months for mountain trips, though some 
southern and southwestern mountains have 
longer seasons. Before you start, find out as 
much as you can about both good and bad 
peculiarities of the locale, such as the fact 
that black flies make some eastern mountains 
highly unpleasant in June, or that some of 
the most unusual wild flowers in Glacier 
Park are to be seen only in July. 

Many State and national parks have excel- 
lent trail maps. Such maps are indispensable. 
Before you do any extensive trail hiking, 
you must know how to read a map, and this 
will be part of the preparation you make. 
A compass is another necessity, and you must 
have a waterproof match box or waterproofed 
matches, and a good knife of your own, in 
addition to what goes into your general 
camp equipment—which of course contains 
an ax and a well-equipped first-aid kit. 
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Roughly speaking, trips can be classified 
into about three or four kinds, There is the 
trip which establishes a base camp (gen- 
erally reached by car or by wagon) from 
which you take in excursions. There is the 
trip for which you map out a regular route, 
bring along a couple of mules or burros to 
carry tents and food, and generally stay but 
one night at each camp site. There is the 
trip in which you follow a chain of shelters 
or huts or chalets in a State or national park. 
If there are huts or chalets, food is usually 
provided there at a reasonable price, and the 
hiker merely carries some clothing in a 
rucksack. If unattended shelters are all that 
are available, it is necessary to carry at least 
rudimentary cooking equipment, food, and a 
blanket or sleeping bag. All this adds up to 
quite a bit of weight, and only well-seasoned 
and experienced hikers should try it. 


bere 1s always a great consideration 
unless you are to stay at a base camp 
that is accessible in some sort of vehicle. In 
this case meals need not be so very different 
from those at home, except that you'll want 
to keep them simple, and plan to use foods 
that call for only primitive refrigeration 
devices since iceboxes don’t grow on camp 
sites. Besides, you probably are not going 
into the mountains to spend all your time 
cooking, so it is important to stick to easily 
prepared dishes and good, filling ones. 
Mountain hiking produces ravenous appe- 
tites. This brings us to the cooking equip- 
ment for base camp. If you can afford them, 
the typical camp “nesting set” of cooking 
pots and frying pan, plus aluminum dishes 
and cups, is the most satisfactory arrange- 
ment. If this is too expensive, try to borrow 
from your families things that will pack to- 
gether reasonably well. You will need tents 
in base camp too, and here again is the 
question of cost. If the group plans to stick 
together for several years, is perhaps a Girl 
Scout troop, or the girls themselves want 
outdoor equipment to own personally, light- 
weight, two or four person tents of the 
“explorer” type are a good investment. Don’t 
scorn pup tents, though, if you want to save 
money. Properly trenched against rain and 
with a good ground cloth, they are entirely 
serviceable. 

If the trip is one on which two burros are 
to carry tents and food, every pound counts. 
Tents and sleeping bags should be as light 
as possible, and food should be light and dry. 
This means as many dehydrated and dried 
foods as it is possible to obtain, plus pow- 
dered milk, rice and other cereals, and a 
minimum amount of meat because—except 
for ham and bacon—meat will have to be 
canned and this adds many, many pounds. 
For such a trip, lightweight aluminum cook- 
ing and eating utensils are indispensable. 

Boots are the most important item of your 
personal gear. Mountain hiking literally can’t 
be done without sturdy boots which come 
above your ankles and which may be as 
much as ten or twelve inches high, depend- 
ing on what you yourself have learned to 
like. Every hiker should also have a pair of 
sneakers or loafers or old saddle shoes to 
wear around camp in the evening, or while 
boots are drying. Stockings are just about as 
important as boots. Wear one pair of heavy 
wool socks, or two pairs of light ones. Some 
hikers like a pair of heavy cotton socks in- 
side a wool pair. A good deal depends on 
the weather and how your own feet react, 

(Continued on page 40) 
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Touch-Me-Nots 


by EDNA BLAIR 


Some poisonous plants have near-twins which are 


quite harmless. Can you distinguish between them? 


POISONOUS 


‘Te TIME has come to enjoy hikes, picnics, 
campfires, and other fun out-of-doors. Too 
often, outings in woods and fields are followed 
by days of discomfort or actual suffering be- 
cause of careless contact with some poisonous 
plant. You can learn easily to recognize and 
avoid such specimens. 

The most widely distributed of these plants 
is poison ivy. The vine seems to grow and 
thrive everywhere, running over stone walls, 
climbing trees, and covering the ground along 
roadways, in fields, and in neglected gardens. 
The leaves are made up of three pointed leaf- 
lets, rounded at the base and pointed at the 
tip, glossy green on top, slightly hairy on the 
under surface. The plant has loose clusters of 
greenish flowers, followed by grayish, round 
fruits which remain on the plant all winter. 
The leaves, vines, roots, and fruits all contain 
an oil which poisons on contact, causing ex- 
treme itching, burning, and swelling. In rare 
cases ivy poisoning has even been fatal. Poi- 
son oak is a bushy variety of poison ivy. 

Never feel that you are immune to poison 
ivy. Avoid it and be safe. Wash your hands, 
arms, and legs with yellow laundry soap and 
warm water before you go on a hike where 
the plant may be growing. Apply a thick 
lather and then rinse well. If a slight rash 
should appear when you get home—or if you 
think you might have been in contact with 
the plant—wash again, as soon as possible, 
with the yellow soap, being careful not to 
break the skin. After rinsing, sponge the skin 
with a mixture of equal parts of rubbing alco- 
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NONPOISONOUS 


hol and water; then apply calamine lotion. If 
the poison gets a start, see your doctor! 

You can get ivy poisoning, even though the 
plant has not touched your skin, from clothes 
that may have been in contact with the poi- 
son. So be sure, if you have been near the 
plants, to have your clothing laundered or 
dry-cleaned promptly. Be careful, too, that 
there are none of these plants in your camp- 
fire. The oils released in the smoke of such a 
fire can give you a severe case of poisoning. 

Similar in appearance to poison ivy but 
completely harmless is the woodbine or Vir- 
ginia creeper. It has five leaflets which do 
not have the glossy appearance of the ivy, and 
its berries are purplish-black in color. 


er SUMAC, also to be avoided, is a tree 
or shrub sometimes growing twenty feet 
tall. Its leaves consist of seven to thirteen 
leaflets, smooth on top and softly hairy on the 
underside. It has loose bunches of greenish- 
white flowers and pendant bunches of grayish- 
white flat fruits about one fifth of an inch in 
diameter. In the fall the leaves turn a bril- 
liant scarlet. They’re pretty, but don’t touch 
them! The oil on the surface is poisonous. Use 
the same precautions and remedies recom- 
mended here for poison ivy. 

The common American elderberry looks 
like poison sumac but actually is completely 
harmless. Its leaves consist usually of seven 
leaflets, its tiny white flowers are borne in 
flat clusters about four to six inches across, 
and its fruits are purplish-black. THE END 
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but a hiking trip of any length requires a 
minimum of three pairs of wool he plus 
as many cotton pairs as you wish. 

Nearly all mountains are cold at night, 
even in July and August. Though you may 
be happy in a cotton blouse and dungarees 
or shorts during the day, for the evening you 
will need either wool slacks or wool under- 
wear, a flannel shirt, and a heavy sweater. 
If you are to be out any length of time, two 
cotton blouses and two flannel shirts are a 
good idea, and two sets of underwear. You 
can probably wash and dry your underwear 
at the camp sites. Your rain togs must come 
along, too. If you visit mountains which have 
lakes, a bathing suit is not amiss if you can 
stand cold water. And do tuck in a pair 
of sunglasses, for the sun can be quite 
blinding on high, open ridges. 

That small knapsack you made or bought 
for your day hikes will be useful for an extra 
sweater and rain togs if you are doing your 
hiking from a base camp. On the other hand, 
should you be traveling from hut to hut or 
chalet to chalet, all your belongings will 
be on your back in a more substantial ruck- 
sack, so watch the weight. 


S$ FOR THE actual hiking itself, you should 
have learned a good deal about follow- 
ing a trail before you start out. In some parks 
or in parts of the country where trails have 
been allowed to cross private property, the 
marking is clear and unmistakable and is 
done by means of metal plates or paint. 
Then again, you may be on a trail designated 
only by blazes on the trees, and with forks 
into other blazed trails, or perhaps marked 
by stone cairns and not too many at that. 
This means you must be sure of your map 
and watch the trail carefully. It is very easy 
to take the upper trail at a fork instead of 
the lower one and, instead of finding your- 
self back in camp at the end of the day, dis- 
cover that you are several miles up the side 
of the mountain. Under no circumstances try 
“bushwhacking,” that is, going from point 
to point off the trail—unless your leader has 
been over the ground before and knows ex- 
actly what to expect, for you may easily land 
up at the edge of an impassable cliff and 
have to go all the way back again. 

Speaking of cliffs, remember that real 
climbing, involving use of ropes, pitons 
(spikes), and other special equipment, is a 
highly skilled sport to be undertaken only 
by those who have served a proper appren- 
ticeship. 

Another thing to remember is that it is a 
good idea to stop for short rests along the 
trail, especially if the ascent is steep. Even 
a three-minute stop will let you get your 
breath. Taken at a point where there is a 
good view or an unusual rock formation or 
some mountain flowers, the pause will add 
to your pleasure. The rocks themselves can 
be a never-ending source of interest. Try to 
include an amateur geologist in the party, 
or start being one yourself, for it is fascinat- 
ing to discover such things as which moun- 
tains are “new” in geological years and 
which are “old”—the latter generally being 
much lower in height for reasons you might 
like to find out. 

Should you be hiking from hut to hut or 
chalet to chalet, be sure you comply with 
what is expected of guests. You may find, 
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for instance, that wood used is to be re- 
placed, or that the hut-master counts on 
visitors to help out with simple housekeeping 
chores, and appreciates those who put their 
chewing-gum wrappers and other discards 
in the appropriate place so that they can be 
burned instead of adorning the landscape. 
The seasoned hiker generally takes pride in 
observing these little niceties which some- 
times escape the tenderfoot. 

Like so many other delightful things in 
outdoor life, mountain trips become more 
interesting and exciting the longer you do 
them. The trips become longer too, usually 
in wilder and more inaccessible spots, as you 
master the techniques of living on the trail 
and develop a taste for high places. Here is 
the paradise of the foot traveler, in the 
mountain meadows with their blankets of 
wild flowers or on a rocky crag that looks 
like the home of the Valkyries, with a wind 
that nearly blows you off. You take the metal 
box out from its niche in the cairn that 
marks the summit and write your name in 
the tiny register, looking to see if any of 
your friends have been there too. It’s 
glorious to be on top of the world. 

THE END 
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New Plan! 


MAKE EXTRA CASH 
SHOWING FRIENDS 
UNUSUAL 


cirrs 
CHRISTMAS 
CARDS 









MAKE UP 10 100% PROFIT— 


Without Experience! 


What a thrill it is to have your own money! Friends, 
neighbors, schoolmates gladly buy beautiful, practical 


Floral Napkins, Ladies’ Corsages, Figurines, many other 
Merry New — t tempting new gifts and specialties. Brand new Metallics, 
Corin SSoptee 3-Dimension, Stand-ups, Religious, Comic greeting card 


assortments for Christmas and year "round occasions. 
Glamorous Gift Wrappings, Decorated Stationery, enter- 
taining Animated Books for the kiddies’ are values that 
bring you, your club or group money galore! 


THOMAS TERRY SELLING AIDS HELP YOU 


Let Thomas Terry’s 33 years of experience lead you to 
success. Money-making hints and tested selling aids are 
available to you. There’s no training period—you start 
making easy money the very first day. 


ane t THE THOMAS TERRY PLAN IS TOPS—Here’s Proof! 


Ciatetenas Carts “Last year I earned around $150 ... had my own spend- 


ing money for all school activities and gifts. This is quite 
a help on Daddy's purse.”—Alice Faye, Houston, Indiana. 


“ 


...no sales talk is necessary, the cards speak for them- 
selves.”—Laura Loukis, New York. 


“I sold about $25.00 worth in 2 
hours.”—Miss Crewe, Virginia. 


DON’T DELAY—START NOW 
Send No Money 


Think of it—now you can have the 
extra dollars in your pocket that 
you've always wanted! Rush the 
coupon for samples on approval 
of 40 and 25 for $1.00, 25 for $1.95 
Personal Christmas Cards, Station- 


““Wond’rous wishes" 
Christmas Metallics 





| THOMAS TERRY STUDIOS 
101 Union Ave., Westfield, Mass. 
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Mary’s samples on approval and tell me all about your easy 
Little Lambs money-making plan. | 
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CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: I have just finished read- 
ing Pigeons in the Sky and I think it’s very 
good. 
But, I have one complaint. I think the 
cover on your May issue was just awful. 
JANE KENANEN (age 12) 


MONMOUTH, ILLINOIS: I wish you would 
have some articles on home economics, for 
this subject interests me, as I am sure it does 
other girls my age. 

Laponna BELL (age 13) 


KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI: Teen Shop Talk is 
just swell, and is within my budget. I have 
tried many of the recipes in your magazine. 
Mother loves them, too. Your beauty hints 
and fashions are just the right thing. I am 
a Girl Scout and enjoy the department All 
Over the Map. 

Patricia Grissin (age 13) 


SILVER SPRING, MARYLAND: I think Turn- 
table Tips is wonderful, but how about some 
tips on that marvelous singer, Vic Damone? 
In my book, he can’t be beat. He is really 
a wonderful guy. 
This department, and your fashions, are my 
favorites. 
Barpara LANGEN (age 15) 


LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA: Since the begin- 
ning of the year I have been getting THE 
AMERICAN Girt through the troop plan. I 
think the stories are tops. I think the fashions 
are adorable, and I get loads of ideas on 
styles. I like the recipe exchange the most, 
I think, because I am planning to take a 
home economics course, and they sure help. 

Mary EstHer Hoirorp 


OPPORTUNITY, WASHINGTON: Thanks for a 
wonderful magazine. I like all the features, 
but particularly the pattern section, for I 
just love to sew and I make most of my own 
clothes. I have chosen many of my patterns 
from THE AMERICAN GirL pattern section. 

I do an awful lot of baby-sitting and 
especially like to take care of tiny babies. 
I think it would be grand to have an article 
on child care. 

There is just one more thing I wish you'd 
have, and this is a baseball story. I am very 
much interested in baseball and it is my 
favorite sport, both to watch and play. 

Joan Fryuine (age 15) 


MOUNT OLIVE, ILLINOIS: I especially liked 
The Heart Is in Danger in the May issue. 
The articles are interesting. We don’t have 
a Girl Scout troop here, but I do enjoy read- 
ing the articles on Girl Scouting. 
HERMANNA Ru Lt (age 14) 
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ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA: Thanks so much for 
the party plans. I wish you had some for 
every occasion. If there is one thing I love 
it is to give a successful party. I have had 
three this year and am trying to find an oc- 
casion for another. 

I'm very enthusiastic over the painting 
contest and am going to try for the prize, 
even though I can’t write as good a compo- 
sition as some who read this magazine, as 
they are quite a bit older than I. 

CarEN Betu Marvy (age 11) 


GRIGGSVILLE, ILLINOIS: The article Adven- 
ture on Wheels was very interesting. 
Daystar tops all of the serials you’ve had 
yet. 
Ciara Ros—E WENDLING (age 12) 


HIGH POINT, NORTH CAROLINA: I like the 
feature Turntable Tips. It tells about the 
latest records, and I know from that which 
ones to buy. 

Gait Armstronc (age 13) 


PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA: I enjoyed 
your article Spring Goes to Your Head. 1 
sent for the booklet and it helped me. I en- 
joy your Speaking of Movies feature every 
month. I think your fashions and patterns 
are wonderful. 

CaroL_yNn Brown 


OSWEGO, NEW YORK: I like your magazine 
and look forward to its arrival every month. 
I especially enjoyed Trail Blazers, because 
John and Lucretia Mott were relatives of 
mine. I like handwork and wish you would 
publish an article about knitting, sewing, 
leatherwork, etc. 

BaiLey Morr (age 13) 


ST. FRANCIS, KANSAS: As soon as THE AMER- 
1cAN Grav arrives I turn to A Penny for 
Your Thoughts and read the letters. I also 
enjoy Teen Shop Talk and Speaking of 
Movies. 

Your story Pigeons in the Sky was very 
interesting. My mother and older sister en- 
joy your magazine very much. 

Donna TRUMBULL (age 12) 


BOISE, IDAHO: Your patterns are very nice 
and fit any tastes. I have found them easy 
to make. 

I enjoyed the article Spring Goes to Your 
Head for I have trouble choosing the right 
hair style. Teen Shop Talk is good, too. I 
have tried some recipes from Your Own 
Recipe Exchange. They were delicious. 

My family enjoys the magazine, too. 

PENNY CARLTON 


BALTIMORE, MARYLAND: I especially like 
your models. They are so natural looking in 
whatever they wear. To me that is simply 
wonderful. Being a model here in Baltimore, 
I know how hard it is to get those facial 
expressions. 

I have only one request, and that is that 
you have more mystery stories. 

I especially like your serial Daystar. 

June Price (age 14) 


TOPSHAM, MAINE: I think Don’t Be a Babe 
in the Woods is really a very interesting 
article. Every girl should know the informa- 
tion it gives. I liked Adventure On Wheels, 
too, as I like to go bike riding with my 
friends. Your fashions, jokes, Speaking of 
Movies, and best of all, All Over the Map, 
are really super. I especially like All Over 
the Map, as Tm a Girl Scout trying for 
First Class. 

Sa..y Curtis (age 12) 


WEST ROXBURY, MASSACHUSETTS: I am a Girl 
Scout of Troop 70 in West Roxbury. I en- 
joyed The Heart Is in Danger and Pigeons 
in the Sky. As I like to bake and cook, I 
always use most of your recipes, and so far 
they have all been so very good. 

Cynruia Seca (age 12) 


CORPUS CHRISTI, TEXAS: I think your serial 
Daystar is tops, and I think you ought to 
have more serials of this type. The article 
Stand Up for Your Figure in the April issue, 
and Spring Goes to Your Head in the May 
issue, were really good. 

YvoNNE ANDERSON (age 13) 


TACOMA, WASHINGTON: Your magazine has 
encouraged my reading a great deal. I had 
been reading very little until I subscribed 
to your magazine. The suggestions in Books 
made me interested to read some of the 
books. They were just wonderful. 
Dotores BENson (age 14) 


SAN BENITO, TEXAS: I certainly enjoyed your 
story, The Silent Oboe, and I'm sure I know 
how she felt. I play clarinet in the high 
school band. I had taken a part in a clarinet 
quartet for our regional meet, then a half 

ay before the meet, a member of another 
clarinet quartet took the mumps and I had 
to take her place. It was my first year to 
enter in a regional meet and I had only a 
few hours to learn a part I had played only 
once before. To make matters worse, I ar- 
rived at the meet only to find that the two 
quartets I played in, played in rapid suc- 
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cession, with only two or three minutes be- 
tween them. 

I would like more stories about music and 
some histories on the different musical in- 
struments, especially the clarinet. 

I enjoy your magazine very much, and [| 
don’t dare take it to school or it will iad 
pear immediately. 

Lucretia CARPENTER (age 13)| 
MILLINOCKET, MAINE: I think the story The 
Heart Is in Danger was very good. I also 
enjoy the feature Speaking of Movies, as my 
father is the manager of the Opera House 
theater in our town. I am especially inter- 
ested in the Typical American Girl paintings 
contest. 

Sy_v1A AMES 


BALTIMORE, MARYLAND: I have been getting | 
your magazine for over three years, and [| 
have never grown tired of it. Each issue is as | 
interesting as the last. 

Your fashions are really cute, and I only | 
wish you had more of them. Best of all, I 
like the stories and beauty articles. 

I enjoyed Pigeons in the Sky in your May | 
issue immensely. I also like Spring Goes to | 
Your Head in the same issue. 

I wish you would have more articles on 
care of the skin and hair. It would be nice 
if you could have more about how to dress 
to suit your size and figure, as I am only 
five feet tall, and appreciate any hints on 
how to look taller. 

Betry WACKENFUSS 


SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH: I wish you would 
have more stories that are about South 
America or Mexico. You had one story quite 
awhile ago about Mexico. It was very good. 
I used to live in South America until last 
September. I had lived there for five years. 
I speak Spanish and that is why I like to 
read the Spanish stories. 

Jupy Apair (age 12) 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: My hobby is jokes. I 
collect as many jokes and cartoons as I can, 
then I mount them on paper and at a hobby 
show which will be held at our school, 
hope to display some of my jokes. 

I think Daystar is tops. The Heart Is in| 
Danger and Pigeons in the Sky were both 
very good. But I do wish you would print 
more puzzles and quizzes, and enlarge your 
section on movies. 

I am a Girl Scout, so I am interested in 
the articles about troops around the world. 
Just recently I wrote an essay about Juliette 
Gordon Low in hopes of winning a contest. 

NELLIE Mae Hewitt (age 13) | 


WASHINGTON, D. C.: I wish you would put 
more art and science articles in your maga- 
zine. I have been getting THE AMERICAN | 
Gir for two years, and can hardly wait for 
the next issue. y | 

LEONELLA E. PULLER (age 13) 


EAST BANK, WEST VIRGINIA: I like your 
stories and jokes very much and just love 
your recipes and fashions. I especially like 
the story The Heart Is in Danger and 
Pigeons in the Sky in the May issue. 
MANZELLA Morais (age 12) 





Please send your letters to The 
American Girl, 155 East 44th 
St., New York 17, N. Y., and 
tell us your age and address. 
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TRUE = FALS 


It’s a mistake 


_— 





to go swimming on “those days” 


FALSE. Swimming won’t harm you... 
but it’s betver to wait until the second 
or third day. Just make sure the water 
isn’t freezing—and, in consideration 
for others, please stay out of pools. 


Most girls have some mistaken ideas 
about those “difficult days,” maybe 


you do, too. If so, the handy little 
Modess booklet, “Growing Up and 
Liking It,” can put you straight. 
Sensible, easy-to-read, this illustrated 
booklet ‘“‘tells all”— gives hints on 
health, beauty and poise, too. 


Mail coupon below for free copy! 


TRUE ~ FALSE ? 


You can’t mistake a napkin box 


FALSE. When it’s wrapped, the new- 
shape, discreet-shape Modess box could 
be mistaken for almost anything— 
tissues, notepaper, or even a home 
permanent kit. 

What’s more, Modess is wrapped 
before it even reaches your store to 
save you shopping time as well as 
shopping embarrassment. 


Same number of fine Modess nap- 


kins as in old box, same price. 3 nap- 
kin sizes: Regular (for average needs) 

. Junior (narrower) .. . Super (extra- 
protective). 


Old shape 





New shape 


Send now for your FREE Modess Book! 


Qe eee eee ee oe oe oe 
Anne Shelby, Personal Products Corp., Box 5051-7, Milltown, N. J. 


Please send me, in plain wrapper, a FREE copy of 


“Growing Up and Liking It.” (Good only in U.S.A.) 
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e~ / OOK! Here's How You Can 


©) MAKE S50” 


In Your Spare Time 


Show Samples of Christmas Cards 
PERSONALIZED in Thrilling New Way 
Make extra money overnight with the amazing Christ- 
mas Card sensation of 1950. Revolutionary new NAME 
IMPRINTING an instant hit everywhere. At astounding price 
of 50 for $1, your friends, neighbors, relatives will order 
dozens. Your earnings mount up like magic, and it’s FUN! 
Up to 100% Profit for You 
Show sample of nationally famous 
SOUTHERN BEAUTY 21-Card 
$1 Assortment — \ 
just 100 orders. Big 
other exciting fast-sellers, includ- 
ing Gift Wraps, Religious Cards 


SAMPLES and quick money- 
making facts. (Organizations: §¥th Name imprinted in 
ask for FUND-RAISING PLAN.) § ew Way. FREE Samples. 
Start earning NOW! 


MAIL FOR YOUR SAMPLES 


| SOUTHERN GREETING CARD CO., Dept. E-5 
| 216 S. Pauline St., Memphis 4, Tenn. 


l 

| 

HURRY! Send me FREE IMPRINT SAMPLES and | 

Assortments on approval, so I can start making extra 

| money immediately. ] 
| 











NEW THRILLING SENSATION IN 


CHRISTMAS CARDS 
Brilliants 


two $1 Boxes on Approval. 
JOY GREETINGS, Dept. A-1, 
507 N. Cardinal, St, Louis 3, Mo. 
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October Recipe Exchange 


Subject: CHEESE DISHES 
Date Due: JULY 20 


© The AMERICAN Girt Magazine is offering 
you an opportunity to have your very own 
cooking department in which your recipes 
will be published. Entries for the October 
issue must reach us by July 20. 

® Each month we'll announce in the maga- 
zine the kind of cookery to be featured 
in the “Recipe Exchange.” Your recipe MUST 
be one that you have used successfully. 
©@ JUDITH MILLER, our Cooking Editor, will 
test and judge the contributions, and choose 
the recipes which will appear in the maga- 
zine. For every entry that is printed, The 
AMERICAN Girt will pay $1.00. 


* 
FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY! 


1. Recipes must be typewritten or 
neatly printed in ink, on one side of 
the paper only. 

2. In the upper right-hand corner of 
the page, give your name, address, 
age, and the source of your recipe. 
3. List ingredients in the order of use 
in the recipe, and give level measure- 
ments. If any special techniques are 
involved, describe them fully. 

4. All recipes submitted become the 
property of The AMERICAN Girt Mag- 
azine and cannot be acknowledged 
or returned. If your recipe is pub- 
lished in the magazine, you will re- 
ceive a check for $1.00. Decisions of 
the judge are final. 

5. Address all entries to Judith Miller, 
American Girl Magazine, 30 West 
48th Street, New York 19, New York. 


* 











Marie Antoinette (Continued from page 11) 


journey which would require slightly less 
than a month. With her rode the Countess 
von Lerchenfeld and the Abbé de Vermond. 
And now the greater part of their journey 
was over; the Danube had been crossed, they 
had passed through the dim, cool stretches 
of the Black Forest, and at last were enter- 
ing Kehl on the banks of the Rhine. The 
dreaded moment had arrived. Here Antoi- 
nette would take leave of her Austrian com- 
panions, of everything that reminded her of 
Austria and home. 

The weather was humid for May, and a 
hot wind riffled the waters of the Rhine when 
the royal party embarked in rowboats. On 
an island in midstream rose a large, newly 
built pavilion, and toward it moved the 
small flotilla manned by liveried oarsmen. In 
the first two boats rode courtiers and at- 
tendants. In the third boat, surrounded by 
her ladies-in-waiting, sat Antoinette. 

Her boat softly bumped the sandy river 
bank and, moving like a lovely automaton, 
Antoinette rose, placed her icy fingers in 
the hands outstretched to her and stepped 
ashore. Ahead of her loomed the pavilion, its 
slender columns wound in the combined 
colors of Austria and France, their flags 
fluttering from the cupola. As Antoinette 
mounted its steps she remembered the sum- 
mer arbors at Schénbrunn. So this is what it 
is like, she thought, this Pavilion of Ex- 
change where I cease to be Austrian and 
become French! Why, it’s nothing but a 
large gartenhaus! 

Now she entered the first antechamber 
filled with ladies and gentlemen of her reti- 
nue. The ranks opened and she passed 
through, bowing to right and left. 

In the second antechamber Antoinette 
paused and sighed with relief. Here was an 
enchanted island of peace. Soft green light 
filtered through the lattice at one end. The 
remaining three sides of the room were 
covered with tapestry. Long mirrors stretched 
from floor to ceiling; a dressing table, gilt 
armchairs upholstered in blue, a graceful 
chaise longue, all these Antoinette took in 
with a quick appreciative glance. 

Her frock, stays, chemise, shoes, and 
stockings were all removed. Gently the ear- 
rings were taken from her ears, the gold 
chain on which hung a cross of pearls was 
unclas from about her throat. Her hair, 
twined with ribbon and seed pearls, was 
unbound and freed of ornaments. Antoinette’s 
slender young body was as naked and un- 
adorned as the day she was born. 

The wind whined around the pavilion and 
a far-off rumble of thunder was_ heard. 
Antoinette shivered and eagerly reached up 
her arms for the chemise of French design 
that was slipped over her head. From the 
rack came garment after garment, exquisite, 
fragile, fashioned by the finest craftswomen 
of France; from boxes of inlaid woods came 
jewels, bottles of scent, filmy handkerchiefs. 
Now the golden hair was arranged in a new 
style; slippers of bronze leather replaced 
those of velvet which she had worn. A final 
inspection by the Countess and then she 
stood ready, clothed from head to foot in 
French attire. 

There was a tap at the door and the noble- 
man who was to escort her stood waiting. 
Antoinette impulsively threw her arms about 
the Countess. “Good-by and thank you,” she 
whispered. “Please tell Mamma Empress I 
remembered everything—and that I did not 


cry.” She made the circle of the room, 
pressing the hand of each tirewoman, then 
walked quickly to the door. 

It was a serene and beautiful Princess 
whe crossed the huge hall to the table which 
stood facing her. Advancing toward her 
came members of the French retinue. Her 
hand was placed in the hand of a French 
dignitary who led her around the table sym- 
bolizing the frontier; her new  lady-in- 
waiting, the Comtesse de Noailles, sank in a 
profound curtsy; documents were signed 
binding the marriage contract, and Maria 
Antonia of Austria ceased to be. A fanfare 
of golden trumpets proclaimed Marie An- 
toinette Dauphiness of France. 


WY and rain lashed the coach when 
it left the Pavilion of Exchange. 
Crashing thunder and lightning set the 
frightened animals plunging. Marie Antoi- 
nette still had more than a week’s journey be- 
fore her, but fortunately the weather cleared 
as they moved on. With every turn of the 
wheels her agitation mounted; she was after 
all just fourteen and a half, alone among 
strangers in a strange country, approaching 
her first meeting with her future husband. 

Finally, they came into the forest of 
Compiégne, and the coach stopped in a sunny 
glade. The door was thrown open, the step 
lowered. Not waiting for the inevitable out- 
stretched hand, the Dauphiness hurried down 
the step and after a sweeping, uncertain 
glance at the faces before her, ran forward 
and sank to a deep curtsy before the King. 

She must have made a touching picture, 
this slim, blue-eyed girl who had traveled 
so far to become one of them. Louis XV 
smiled affectionately as he raised her and 
planted a grandfatherly kiss on both cheeks. 

The first real happiness she had felt since 
leaving Vienna swept over her. Her lovely 
voice spoke eagerly her joy at being in 
France. The King’s three spinster daughters 
admitted she was aimable, mignonne, and 
for the moment at least, put aside their 
hatred of things Austrian. 

And then Marie Antoinette was looking 
up into a pair of small, nearsighted blue eyes 
that squinted back at her out of a fat, rather 
expressionless face. Louis August, Duc de 
Berry, Dauphin of France, was a ponderous- 
ly fat hobbledehoy who towered head and 
shoulders above his grandfather, and would 
in other apparel and other surroundings have 
passed for an overgrown peasant boy. 

Marie Antoinette’s small hand was lost in 
a great flabby clasp, and as she rose from 
her curtsy and felt his smacking, childish 
kiss on each cheek, a kiss which custom re- 
quired, she realized that she was staring 
with amazement. This was the “handsome 
young prince” described by Mamma Empress! 
This was the husband with whom she would 
spend the rest of her life! For an instant 
her spirits faltered; then she reminded her- 
self that Louis probably had a kind heart, 
and that life with him might not be too bad. 

She, for her part, would try very hard to 
be a model wife. Everything was bound to 
come out very well indeed. Thus dreamed 
Marie Antoinette with the buoyant optimism 
of a typical Viennese. 

And the bridegroom? Sensitive, shy Louis 
had always preferred his own company to 
that of companions—particularly girls. Give 
him his carpenter shop on the palace roof 
where he could mend clocks and build 
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sturdy boxes and milking stools. There he 
was happy; there the talk of government and 
of governing was far away; there the affect- 
ed speech of the Court could not penetrate. 

When Marie Antoinette came running 
across the glade to make her curtsy to the 
King, he would have run away if he had 
not lacked the courage. 

The wedding day dawned cloudless and 
hot. Morning ticked its way to noon. The 
royal family assembled. The bride wore 
heavy white satin over an enormous hoop 
skirt, around her slender throat the exqui- 
site strand of pearls given her by the King 
as a wedding gift. The groom, in cloth of 
gold with touches of blue velvet, mopped 
his face with a gigantic silk handkerchief. 

The service was long and tiring. The 
chanting voices rose and fell; incense in 
choking clouds drifted away among the 
shadows; vows were exchanged; and Louis 
August and Marie Antoinette were pro- 
nounced husband and wife. 







S THE months passed it became apparent 
A that the Dauphin was not interested in 
Marie Antoinette. To any bride this would 
have been cause for bitter disappointment; 
to the spoiled darling of Schénbrunn, eager 
for admiration and love, it was unbearable. 

At first her early training stood her in good 
stead; she was shy and docile. But as her 
initial timidity wore off, the headstrong, 
headlong nature of Maria Theresa’s daughter 
began to incline her to mistakes in judg- 
ment. The first were slight enough. 

The Dauphiness had asked that her little 
dog, Fritzchen, be sent to her and with him 
another as a playfellow. One morning Mad- 
ame de Noailles heard shrieks of laughter 
coming from the Dauphiness’ apartments and 
hurried to investigate. She found Her High- 
ness, hair flying, clothing rumpled, romping 
on the floor with her two dogs and several 
joyful small children belonging to her at- 
tendants. 

Madame halted on the threshold, appalled. 
“Etiquette, Your Highness! Etiquette!” she 
snapped. 

Sitting on the floor, hot and disheveled, 
Marie Antoinette laughed gaily. 

“Oh, Madame, etiquette, etiquette! Can’t 
we ever forget it and be gay as we were at 
Schénbrunn?” (Bad judgment, little Antoin- 
ette! Only a few days and a certain clique 
in the palace will be whispering that “the 
Austrian girl’s manners are no Gaiee than 
we feared they would be.”) 

And “the Austrian girl,” having enjoyed 
her frolic and forgotten her indiscreet re- 
tort, begged to be allowed to ride horseback. 
The King good-naturedly consented but felt 
that a donkey would be safer for one with 
little riding experience. So the Dauphiness 
and her ladies and Louis’ two young brothers, 
the Comte de Provence and the Comte 
d’Artois, set out, the princes on mettlesome 
horses, the ladies on plodding donkeys. 

Amid much banter and fun the Dauphiness 
managed to fall from her sedate little beast. 
Instantly the Comte d’Artois was at her side. 
His pretty sister-in-law, sitting ingloriously 
in the mud, waved him off. 

“Do not touch me, mon frére,” she com- 
manded through gales of laughter. “We do 
not know the correct etiquette for assisting 
a Dauphiness who has fallen from a donkey. 
Full speed to the palace then and ask Mad- 
ame L’Etiquette for the rule.” (Amusing, 
but bad judgment again, Antoinette. Remem- 
ber, Madame de Noailles has close friends 

(Continued on page 46) 
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by CARL BOSLER 
RECOMMENDED RECORDS 


Popular 


Don't Say Goodbye ... Nightwind.. . 
Russ Case .. . MGM .. . Deftly blending 
the rich tones of the Quintones with the 
haunting sound of strings and reeds, Russ 
weaves a magic musical fabric. Smoothly 
scored by a top arranger, these two ballads 
are sure to please. 

These Foolish Things . . . Dust . . . Gene 
Krupa . . . Victor . . . A bright version of 
the memorable tune on the topside and a 
cowboy lament on the reverse mark the 
Victor debut of the Krupa crew. Skillful 
tenor-sax work by Buddy Wise and a plain- 
tive vocal by Bill Black highlight these 
offerings. 

Count Every Star ... Our Love Story 
. . . Herb Jeffries . . . Columbia . . . The 
refreshing absence of sentimental vocal 
tricks in Herb’s singing lends musical worth 
to these sides. Colorful harmonies by or- 
chestra and chorus give the romantic mood 
a gentle lift. 

By the Waters of Minnetonka . . . Baby, 
Won't You Please Come Home . . . Bob 
Haggert . . . MGM .. . Bob’s big, new 
band makes its MGM debut with two tunes 
dear to the hearts of jazzmen, as the peppery 
playing on this coupling indicates. The fast, 

ashy pace of the first is neatly balanced by 
the comfortable rocking-chair tempo of the 
second in which the band’s fine soloists are 
heard to advantage. 

Busy Line . . . Tony Pastor . . . Columbia 
... Ina lighthearted mood the Pastor gang 
make the most of one of the funniest sound 
effects we've heard in some time. Tony’s 
earthy vocal, plus band ensembles which 
pack a punch, make this one most enjoyable. 

Spaghetti Rag . . . A Little More Time 
. . . Frankie Carle . . . Victor . . . Frankie 
does a tongue-in-cheek ragtime version as he 
sauces the “Sphaghetti” side in a rhythm as 
slippery as the tasty food from which it takes 
its name. Sprinkling the “Time” tune with 
runs and trills, the piano man adds spice to 
Dolly Houston’s vocal. 

Sweet Georgia Brown . . . Jimmy Dorsey 
. . » Columbia . . . The Dorseymen whirl 
“Sweet Georgia” through spirited instru- 
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mental paces at dizzying speed. Jimmy's 
high-pitched sax solos are sharply accented 
by sizzling brass passages. 

Jazz 


ll Remember April . . . Jumping With 
Symphony Sid . . . George Shearing . . . 
MGM ... The highly polished, imaginative, 
Shearing piano style transforms the first into 
a unique listening treat. On the up-tempo 


“Sid” side, sparkling solos by piano, vibes, 
and guitar will make your ears tingle. 


Concert 


Symphony No. 7, Beethoven, Boston Sym- 
phony conducted by Charles Munch. In his 
American debut recording, Mr. Munch, the 
French maestro who last year was appointed 
permanent conductor of the famed Boston 
orchestra, gives a luminous performance of 
this great symphony. Mr. Munch’s heartfelt 
interpretation of this joyous, vigorous work | 
shows real understanding of Beethoven’s 
splendid music ( Victor ). 

Symphony No. 4, Mendelssohn, Turin 
Symphony conducted by Mario Rossi. All of | 
Mendelssohn’s works reflect the happiness | 
of his life and the warmth of his personality. | 
This charming “Italian” Symphony, born of 
a loving, not a wounded heart, is sunlit, 
blissful, and pure. Every delightful facet of | 
the music is revealed in this refreshing per- | 
formance (London). 

The Brandenburg Concertos, Bach, solo- 
ists and chamber orchestra conducted by 
Fritz Reiner. Bach wrote these works for the 
Margrave of Brandenburg, who had a tre- 
mendous collection of music in his Potsdam 
palace. After the Margrave’s death the con- 
certos were found in his collection among 
the works of composers he regarded as un- 
important. Their value was set at four 
groschen (eight cents). Today, they are 
rightly regarded as being among the finest 
pieces of their kind in musical literature. | 
The small chamber group supporting the | 
soloists in the style of Bach’s day represents | 
a happy change from the showy, overdressed | 
versions usually presented by large symphony | 
orchestras (Columbia). | 

THE END | 








among your ladies who may not relish hav- 
ing you call her by a nickname. ) 

Surely there was nothing astonishing in 
Marie Antoinette’s longing to see Paris, the 
capital city of France, just a few miles away. 
Etiquette here again intruded. By an an- 
cient rule the Dauphiness might not enter 
the capital except by invitation of the King. 
And Louis XV, simply because he did not 
know how eagerly she awaited the invita- 
tion, was slow in extending it. The weeks be- 
came months and the months years, and 
Marie Antoinette finally took matters in her 
own hands. 

One spring day Louis XV found himself 
listening to the half-laughing, half-rueful 
plea of the Dauphiness te be taken to Paris. 
The Court may have gasped, but the old 
King was enchanted. To Paris? But of 
course! Why had he not thought of it before? 

The time was set and on the eighth of 
June the cortege formed in the courtyard at 
Versailles. The day was beautiful; all Paris 
decked in its gala best. The Dauphin and 
Dauphiness rode in an open carriage—Louis 
making the best of his ordeal, Marie An- 
toinette radiant. 

The avenues could scarcely be cleared as 
the cortege moved slowly forward. Men 
tossed their hats; women waved handker- 
chiefs. Shouts of “Salut! Salut!”—“Vive la 
Dauphiness!”—“Vive Marie Antoinette!” rose 
in a thunderous roar. 

Marie Antoinette was in a transport of 
happiness. She waved her own tiny square 
of lace, threw kisses, smiled, even spoke 
quick friendly greetings to those near by. Her 
eyes filled with tears of unaffected love for 
these people who had come to do homage to 
the girl who would one day be their queen. 

Thus, at eighteen, Marie Antoinette had 
her first heady taste of personal power. And 
the day when she would reign came sooner 
than anyone expected. 

Louis XV died of smallpox early the fol- 
lowing spring, and the Dauphin was crowned 
Louis XVI. Shortly before her nineteenth 
birthday Marie Antoinette became Queen of 
France. 

THE END 





If you would like to know more about 
Marie Antoinette, read the dramatic story 
of her whole life as told by Marguerite 
Vance in “Marie Antoinette, Daughter of an 
Empress,” to be published soon by E. P. 
Dutton and Co. This article is a condensa- 
tion of several chapters from that book. 





Victory 
(Continued from page 7) 


by fire, above their empty pleasures and 
silly rites. 

But she wasn’t; she wasn’t. And she had 
sobbed her heart out privately over things 
like entwined hearts cut in the bark of the 
trees back of the school; the sight of a boy 
and a girl absorbed in each other. Stroke! 
And leave behind all these sick thoughts. 

Swimming toward the float was like the 
physical expression of her slow climb back; 
the climb that had started because her youth 
had clamored for real life instead of dreams; 
because she had stumbled on a quotation, “I 
wept because I had no shoes until I met a 
man who had no feet”; because she had 
gone to a specialist who had understood 
that she needed more than physical healing; 
because she had known Jeremy. 
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Now she was at the float—at no man’s 
land. She held on to the ladder, letting her 
body bob like a cork in the water. If only 
I were a mermaid, she thought—no legs. As 
she clung there, she wished that she could 
rise from the water whole. It was like the 
times she had prayed for a miracle. Here she 
was again, wishing for a miracle. 

Grimly she tightened her grip on the lad- 
der and swung her body up, careful not to 
slip. Her eyes swept the float, peopled with 
friends, a few strangers, and Mimi. Martha 
stood among them and knew she would 
have to face it now. It was one of those 
times when each nerve in her body was 
sensitive to the point of pain; when the 
actions and reactions of others were un- 
naturally sharp to her, even as the people 
themselves were blurred—like a picture with 
a sharp foreground and a background out of 
focus. 

She was exchanging greetings, meeting 
the eyes that turned toward her. She had 
rehearsed for this moment, anticipating so 
that she would not be surprised into rout. 
Betsy Martin’s eyes might rest a fraction of 
time too long on the left leg because Betsy 
had a terrific — almost morbid — curiosity. 
Mimi's glance would probably turn away 
quickly, half-unconsciously, to her own 
tanned legs for reassurance. Bud McNichols’ 
eyes might betray a compassion oddly at 
variance with his humorous, freckled face. 


UDDENLY, shivering a little when the cool 
lake breeze struck her wet suit, she real- 
ized that she must have rehearsed herself for 
some other scene altogether. Once the hellos 
were over, nothing she had expected hap- 
pened. The glances—even Betsy’ s and Mimi's 
—held to her face with expressions she could 
not read. Bud McNichols wasn’t even on the 
float. Did she imagine the meaning of the 
silence that fell on the small group marooned 
on the raft between lake and sky? Had her 
appearance shut off their companionable 
ease and laughing friendliness, and were 
they waiting to see what she would do next? 
This had happened before, somewhere, 
somehow. The same looks. The same faces. 
But where? Or was it just that trick of time 
that sometimes caught one with a sense of 
reliving a forgotten experience? She groped 
for the memory, even as she fixed a smile 
on her face and struggled for words to 
throw into the pool of silence about her. 
The words came out awkwardly. “I'll have 
to go some to catch up with your tan,” she 
almost stuttered; her smile felt stiff and un- 
natural. Cold water splashed her as a tall 
thin boy climbed to the float, shaking himself 
impishly. “Hey, stranger, welcome home to 
our mountains!” Bud McNichols bellowed. 

At the sight of him, with a shock akin to 
that of the cold water he sprayed over her, 
she remembered. The visit of the freshman 
class after the operation, when she was 
home again in a wheel chair! People had 
surrounded her, then as now, waiting and 
og while silence gathered. Bud’s freckled 
face had showed his distress before he be- 
gan some tomfoolery in his role of class 
clown that had transformed the stiff, formal, 
class visit into a gay reunion. 

He was clowning again now. This time 
she wouldn't leave it up to him alone. She 
stretched out her arms. “I couldn't stay 
away from you another year,” she said, and 
the nervous quaver in her voice added the 
right touch of mock drama. 

Around her laughter sputtered uncertainly 
and, as she and Bud carried on the little act, 
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BUILDING AT WORK! 


New Yorker: That, madam, is a sky- 
scraper. 

Visitor: Oh, I wish I could see it when 
it’s working. 
Sent by FLORENCE SMITH, Philadelphia, Penneyivanie 


HARDLY RECOGNIZABLE 


My, how you’ve changed! You used to 
name * thick black hair and now you're 
ae You used to have a ruddy com- 

exion and now you’ re pale. You used to 
Re fat and now you're thin. I’m surprised, 
Mr. Canning. 

But I’m not Mr. Canning. 

Goodness! You’ve even changed your 
name! 

Sent by NANCY LOU HOMAN, Ancheim, California 


CODFISH CAPERS 
Mike: Do you like codfish balls? 
Pat: I don’t know, I never went to one. 
Sent by FRAN MOORE, Hartsville, South Carolina 


NO HELP! 
Tom: I don’t know which girl to take 
to the game. 
Dick: Why don’t you flip a coin? 
Tom: I did, but it didn’t come out 
right. 
Sent by DORIS EDGAR, Baytown 8, Texas 
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HANDY RIDDLE 
Jimmy: I bet I know something that 
you can hold in your right hand but not 
in your left.. 
Don: What? 
Jimmy: Your left hand. 
Sent by ROSEMARY JAMES, Portola, Colifornia 


FOOLISH QUESTION 
Does your mother ever spank you? 


es. 

Does your daddy ever spank you? 
es. 

Which hurts the most? 


0. 
Sent by NANCY KUEHLTHAU, Tuscon, Arizona 


City Man: Why are you running that 
steam roller over your fields? 

panos I’m raising mashed potatoes 
this y 

Sent aoe YVONNE MITERA, Columbus, Nebrosko 


SOAP-PRICE 
Customer: This restaurant must have a 
remarkably clean kitchen. 
Manacer (beaming): Thank you, sir, 
but how did you know? 


Customer: Everything tastes of soap. 
Sent by JOCELYN MILES, Redwood City, C 
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it burst spontaneously into the kind of laugh- 
ter that belonged in this setting between 
friends and equals. The terrible silence was 
dispelled. Martha looked around, seeing 
everything in focus. No man’s land is mine, 
she thought. She had won the victory! 

And then it happened. She saw Jeremy's 
lean brown body, covered only by bril- 
liantly patterned trunks, floating lazily on 
the water. He turned and swam vigorously, 
pausing occasionally to dive to the bottom 
or swim underwater. She lost sight of him, 
and then the top of his head appeared on a 
level with the float and his eyes, meeting 
hers, brightened in greeting. 

“Hello!” he called up, just as though he 
had seen her only a few hours before—as 
though it was perfectly natural for her to be 
at the lake. 

Her lips betrayed her again, unable to 
form an answer. You weren’t supposed to 
be here for a few days, she thought numbly; 
not until I had had time to get used to 
this. 

Bewildered at the painful emotion that 
gripped her anew, she watched him prepare 
to swing his body up, scornful of the ladder. 

Where was the triumph of a moment ago? 
Martha thought frantically. Where the vic- 
tory? The water made a polished surface 
of her skin. Drops clung to the clever hem- 
stitching down the side of her left leg and 
across the instep. She could dive into the 

water before Jeremy reached her. She 
could. . . . Suddenly her eyes found the 
white line of the shore and beyond it the 
red splash of the hollyhocks. 

Retreat now and turn her victory into 
defeat? She half turned in indecision. Then 
she stood proudly, tall against the sky. She 
had made a symbol of the lake, and in a 
sense it had given her her triumph—but not 
the one she had sought there. In the sec- 
onds that passed as she waited for Jeremy 
to stand beside her, she knew that the vic- 
tory was there inside her. But it was only 
one of many victories, past and future, no 
one of which could ever be final, no one 
of which could ever be discounted. She 
would always long for two legs as shapely 
as Mimi's; perhaps always suffer the moment 
when she must fight the desire to escape; 
but she had wrested victory from the lake. 

Jeremy was beside her, his eyes brighten- 
ing as they met hers. She remembered that 
it was Jeremy who had urged her to come 
to the lake, and she no longer feared the 
moment when his eyes would leave her 
face—if they did—and travel downward. 

THE END 





In the Swim 
(Continued from page 13) 


Dodge Ball. Divide group into two teams. 
One forms circle around the other in shal- 
low water. The circle team throws the ball 
and tries to hit members of inner team who 
dodge under water to avoid it. A hit retires 
a player. At the end of five minutes, the 
teams switch places. The team with highest 
hit score wins. 

Life-Ring Relay. Each team has two play- 
ers. One girl of each team jumps into the 
water, holding to a life ring. Her teammate 
on shore holds a rope attached to the ring. 
She pays it out as the swimmer crosses to 
the other side or to a goal. Shore teammate 
then hauls the swimmer back as fast as she 
can. Team finishing first wins. 
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Water Tag. This game is played like any 
other tag, but you swim foe of run. 

One-Arm Swim Races. (a) Race holding 
in one hand a ping-pong ball on a table- 
spoon. (b) Race holding a lighted candle 
in one hand. 

Volley Ball in the Water. Use volley ball 
net three to four feet above surface of water. 
Advantage of this is that any number can 
play—in water of standing depth. 

Synchronized Swimming. Teams of two 
swim to music of radio, phonograph, or live 
music (furnished by member or members 
of the party). 

Ethel McGary has this final word for you: 

“You can't be expert as both diver and 
swimmer. There isn’t time enough. And let 
me repeat—be a good swimmer before you 
learn to dive if you want to stay in ‘the 
swim.’ 


| germ KENNEDY, who has stayed in the 
swim since she first learned to swim 
as a Girl Scout at the age of twelve, has 
a few tips for you too. She believes in con- 
centrating on one stroke; that is how she 
was able to enter a competition six months 
after she started swimming. 

“If you want to break aquatic records, 
concentrating on one stroke is a must,” she 
declares. “And for any swimmer, getting 
one stroke down pat first is a good idea. 
Your skill will increase your confidence in 
the water. With that stroke well under con- 
trol, if you are just swimming for the sport, 
develop several strokes for all-round swim- 
ming pleasure. This is particularly essential 
if you hope to go to camp some day as a 
swimming counselor.” 

Before Reba had been swimming a full 
year, she went from her home town, Knox- 
ville, Tennessee, to the Junior Mid-Atlantic 
Championships in Charlotte, North Carolina, 
and was on the winning relay team, also 
placing in two individual events. 

A year later, in the same Junior Mid- 
Atlantic meet, Reba set new records to win 
the 50-yard, 100-yard and 220-yard free- 
style events. In 1941, she became Junior 
National Free-style Champion and still holds 
twenty sectional and ten State records. She 
was training for the Olympics in 1948 when 
illness forced her withdrawal. 

Reba was first inspired to learn how to 
swim by reading Johnny Weismuller’s book 
on swimming. She began her professional 
career as a ballet swimmer this ear, “with, 
of all things—Johnny Weismuller’s show,” 
she comments with a smile. Her full-time 
job in the “Water Follies,” where she does 
synchronized swimming acts and stunts to 
music, is an outgrowth of her love of water 
games. 

Have you ever had a swimming suit that 
hampered you in the water? Here’s a tip 
from Reba on swimming costumes that will 
help you—not hinder you—and will be at- 
tractive and appropriate, too. 

“For swimming and diving, a plain one- 
piece suit with skirt in front is Best.” she 
says. “It is more becoming to most girls 
and is certainly most comfortable, least ham- 
pering. For diving, a two-piece suit does 
not look well. The two-piece suit has its 
place for sun-bathing or when playing water 
sports, but not for serious swimming.” 

Reba’s favorite land sport is horseback 
riding; her hobby, collecting records. 

“Music, that is,” she quips, “not aquatic 
records.” She has enough of those, she 
thinks. 
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AROLE GIARDINE is just beginning to 
oe = her swimming records. This di- 
minutive twelve-year-old (she’s just five feet 
tall) became Women’s Junior National 100- 
yard Breast-Stroke Champion this year, the 
youngest girl to hold that title. And she 
swims the orthodox breast stroke rather than 
the butterfly, which made her’ unexpected 
win all the more astounding since the other 
swimmers used the supposedly speedier but- 
terfly. 

Carole was four years old when she 
learned to swim from her mother and other 
members of the Women’s Swimming Asso- 
ciation in New York City. She is the rare 
exception to the experts-are-one-strokers 
rule, and has ten in numerous back- 
stroke, free-style, and breast-stroke events, 
garnering eleven trophies and _forty-odd 
medals. We were staggered by her array of 
“hardware.” 

“It must have taken long and constant 
work to win all these,” we commented. 

“Not work—practice,” she corrected with 
a wide gamin grin. “If you love anything 
the way I love to swim, the practice is not 
work; it’s fun.” 

Carole’s advice to you swimmers who 
want to improve your skill is—practice, just 
practice. 

“You can have a lot more fun by prac- 
ticing a variety of strokes—but one at a 
time,” she cautions. “Practice that first 
stroke, and practice and practice and prac- 
tice, before you try another. That’s how I 
did it. And I practiced a long time before 
I entered any competitive swimming meet.” 

Her practice consists of a one-mile swim 
a day, four days a week, with a coach. All 
winter and spring of this year she traveled 
many miles to swim in a crowded hotel pool, 
getting up sometimes as early as five-thirty 
in the morning to make it. Even that gruel- 
ing routine, on top of her schoolwork at 
East Rockaway (New York) Junior High, 
she thought was fun. 

If you are competing with others in the 
water, just for fun, in group games, or in 
championship meets, give an ear to Carole’s 
favorite mottoes. 

“Td like every girl to know them,” she 
says seriously. “The one I like best is: Good 
sportsmanship is greater than victory. An- 
other favorite is: Whether you win or lose 
is less important than how you win or lose. 
And for water games, I like: Be nautical— 
not naughty. That really means, play and 
swim safely, with consideration for the safety 
of others; no dangerous horseplay in the 
water.” 

Though Carole does swim for the love 
of it rather than for the glory of winning, 
she likes to win too. She goes into each 
race with a never-say-die spirit that brings 
her from behind a gratifying number of 
times when her competition comes from girls 
several years older and nearly twice her size. 

“I have to win as often as I can, if I am 
to have a chance at the Olympic team,” she 
points out, “and that’s my big ambition. 
I'll be eligible in two years, and 7 Boing 
to make it then or four years later, if I pos- 
sibly can.” 

Even making the Olympic team means 
not so much glory to Carole as a chance to 
travel. 

“I want to see the world and know all 
kinds of people,” she says, her dreams in 
her eyes. “And my other ambition is to be 
a swimming coach when I grow up—and 
develop a super team.” THE END 
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To (npoduee ¢ our EXCEPTIONAL Approval Service, we'll send 
you: 1, it Stock Book, 2. hema Detector. 3. Stamp 
Tongs. yb A Gauge. 5. Book for Duplicates. 6. Pack- 
age of Stamp Hinges. ALL ONLY 10c to approval applicants! 


JAMESTOWN STAMP CO., Dept.V, Jamestown, New York 


900 STAMPS ony 10¢ 





THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 25c! ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 





MYSTIC STAMP CO., Camden 70, New York 


WOW! $10°° Worth Of Fun10c! 


What treasur Big pac e 500 Foreign Stam 
tastuding sirmatis. ‘pictortals and oth hers from the world 
over; stamps worth up to each. This offer sent for 
10c to ‘approva al appli 


cants aly. 
JAMESTOWN STAMP CO., Dept. 90, Jamestown, N. Y. 
“THE STAMP FINDER"’ 


G I Vv E N ! Tells at a glance the country to 


which any stamp belongs. 32- es illustrated. includes 
valuable * A a> A Collector" oF ee ** Stamp Treas- 
ures and Ten Rai Approvals. 


rest Stam: Also 
GARCELON. ‘STAMP co. Box rior, Calais, Me. 
ish, West Indies 


BELIEVE 1T OR NOT: ist nc 


for the asking. Beautiful pietorials, 19th and 20th century, 
including free monthly magazine. Send only 5e for postage. 
EMPIRE STAMP CO., Dept. AG, Toronto 5, Canada 


WORLD'S LARGEST STAMP! 


A real curiosity! A stamp so large (71x14 inches) it will 
occupy a full page in your album. Retails aor a Given to 
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All different. 500 for $1; 1000 for *s2 2500 5 fixed $1.50. 
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ALL DIFFERENT 15c 


A beautiful collection of commemoratives, 
—s pase. high values, bi-colored stamps, 
nly 15c. 


GARCELON STAMP CO. Box 407, Calais, Maine 





Foreign Coin, Banknote and 
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MY WORD! WHAT A BARGAIN 
200 BRITISH EMPIRE STAMPs— 
3e! ALSO VALUABLE 
PICATIONS GIVEN, SEND TODAt! 
KENMOR: ° Ariing- 
ton 74-85, Mass. 











G TT E NI { POWERFUL MAGNIFYING GLASS 
given to new customers for 5c post- 

ge and handling. Big bargain lists included. Hurry! 
JAMESTOWN STAMP CO., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N. Y. 





STAMPS for ONLY 
to APPRUVAL BUYERS. Comaine 
stamps worth up to 25c each! 
LITTLETON STAMP CO., Box 10, LITTLETON, N. HK. 





GIVEN. Scott's International Stamp Album, plus valu- 

able colorful collection, hinges, mystery sets, $5.00 Presi- 

dential, Full particulars to opi roval applicants. 
RAYMAX, 123-G William St.. NYC 7 





What Are “Approvals” ? 


**Approvals.,’ “approval sheets,’" means sheets with 
stamps attac hea which are made up oul sent out by deal- 
ers. The only obligation on the part of the recipient of 

‘Approvals’ is that the stamps must be returned promptly 
and in good condition, or paid for 

The price of each stamp is on the sheet ane the collector 
should detach those which he wishes to bu then return 
the sheet with the remaining stamps in as "good order as 
when received enclosing with it the price of the —— 
he has detached and, most important, his name. t 
address, city, postal zone number, State, and the invoice 
number. 





When Ordering Stamps 


from our advertisers, be sure to write your 
name and address clearly, and to give your 
full name and complete address. The stamp 
dealer will do his best to fill your order care- 
fully and promptly. You can avoid delays by 
making sure that your name and address are 
given in your order. 









“If you are interested in becoming an 
artist,” says Edwin Georgi, “add up the 
score as regards your willingness to 
work. If you are ble to « 
day-in and day-out work for years, give 
up the idea.” 

Mr. Georgi himself loves his work and 
would rather do it than anything else— 
just wishes he could do it even better. 
His fine illustrations for stories in lead- 
ing magazines and for many top-rank- 
ing advertising firms testify to the quality 
of his artistry. His studio is in his Con- 
necticut home, and he has a set schedule 
of work. 


+, 





Though Mr. Georgi had no formal art 
training, he studied for ten years under 
artist Rene Clarke. 


The model for his Typical American 
Girl painting was fourteen-year-old Emily 
Ann Peabody who has modeled for him 
often. “She has,” says this artist, “all 
the things one would hope to find in 
one’s own daughter —an honest ap- 
proach to life, kindliness, tolerance, in- 
telligence, plus beauty and athletic 
ability.” 





EDWIN GEORGI 


Whose Typical American Girl Is 
Our July Cover Girl 











Important Announcement! 


AWARDS TO BE GIVEN FOR BEST LETTERS 
ON TYPICAL AMERICAN GIRL PAINTINGS 


OULD you like to own a set of reproductions of the Typical American Girl 
Paintings by distinguished American artists? The American Girl Magazine 


is offering you a chance to win a set. 


From time to time during the coming months, reproductions of these paintings 
will appear on the cover of the THe AMERICAN Girt. Edwin Georgi’s is on the 
cover this month. When all the paintings have appeared, compare them carefully. 
Then write us a letter answering these questions: Which painting do you like best 
and why? Does your favorite painting represent your own idea of the typical 
American girl? If so, why? If not, why not? 


IMPORTANT: Be sure to save your copies of the magazine which have the re- 
productions on the covers. You'll want the covers to’study together so that you 
can decide on your favorite. And you'll need the photographs of the artists that 
appear in the same issues. To be eligible for an award, your letter must be ac- 
companied by these photographs, clipped from the magazine. So be sure to save 
the photograph of Edwin Georgi on this page. 


To the writers of the seven best letters, The American Girl Magazine will send 
a portfolio containing reproductions of all the original Typical American Girl 
Paintings, suitable for framing. In addition, an award of $10 will be given to the 
writer of the winning letter. A $5 award will be given for the second-best letter, 
and there will be five Honorable Mention awards of $1 each. 


RULES FOR THE CONTEST 


1. Write a letter, not more than 500 words, 
answering these questions: Which of the Typical 
American Girl Paintings do you like the best and 
why? Does this painting represent your own idea 
of the typical American girl? If so, why? If not, 
why not? 

2. Letters must be typewritten or neatly writ- 
ten in ink, on one side of the paper only. 

3. In the upper right-hand corner of the page, 
type or print your name, address, and age. 

4. Attach to your letter the photographs of the 
artists who did the paintings. An artist's photo- 
graph will appear in each issue when a painting 
is reproduced on the cover. 


5. All letters submitted become the property of 
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The American Girl Magazine, and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. Judging will be based 
mainly on the ideas expressed, and the decision 
of the judges is final. 

6. Don’t write your letter until all the paintings 
have appeared. Write one letter when you have 
seen and compared all the paintings. 


7. The closing date of the contest, and instruc- 
tions for addressing your letters, will be announced 
later in the magazine. Meanwhile be sure to save 
your copies of the magazine which have the 
Typical American Girl Paintings on the covers. 

Remember that your letter will not be eligible 
for an award unless it is accompanied by the pho- 
tographs of the artists, clipped from the magazines. 





Books 
(Continued from page 3) 


and Gypsy talents to provide Gypsy-fashion 
for Kashi as her husband. How could she 
bear it then, when Kashi turned from her 
and from the Gypsy life to try to make a 
place for himself in the Gajo world? Reni 
found a fierce comfort in taking to the road 
and excelling in Gypsy ways and in the 
music of her beloved violin, but it took 
time and many adventures before she 
learned through her music what Kashi had 
sensed so much earlier—the fundamental 
humanity of both Gajo and Gypsy, and that 
each could learn from the other without 
denying his blood. Mrs. Kahmann is by 
way of being something of an authority on 
Gypsies, and she has been most skillful in 
writing realistically about them as they are— 
thieving, lying, dirty—without forfeiting the 
reader's sympathy. She doesn’t make the 
mistake either of painting her Gajos all 
white. The conflict between Reni and Kashi 
holds interest to the end. It is especially 
satisfying that, while they come to under- 
stand the good and the bad in both Gajo 
and Gypsy, they do not want to give up 
their Gypsy heritage and step over com- 


pletely into the Gajo world. 
The Complete Book of Table Setting. 

By Ame ia Leavirr Hitt, The Grey- 
stone Press, $2.98. This is a beautiful ee 
printed on glossy paper and generously 
illustrated with black-and-white and color 
illustrations. It is an up-to-date and com- 
plete guide to the best practices of table 
setting, service, etiquette, and flower ar- 
rangement. The chapters on china, linen, 
silver, and glassware should be of great 
interest to all girls who hope to furnish 
homes of their own someday. The proper 
table settings and service for various formal 
and informal occasions and special festiv- 
ities—showers, weddings, children’s parties— 
are described in text, charts, and pictures. 
How to train servants, what duties to re- 
quire of one or two maids or the general 
“helper,” and the most efficient method for 
the maidless hostess to employ are thor- 
oughly discussed. Table etiquette, recipes 
for entertaining, and answers to everyday 
questions on this subject are included. A 
glossary and an index help you find the in- 
formation you want. Girls who dream of 
becoming efficient, gracious homemakers, 
and especially Girl Scouts working on the 
Homemaking and Hostess badges, should 
find this book invaluable. 

THE END 





Association Press and its Camp 
Resources Editorial announce a 
camp story contest for the improve- 
ment of story-telling in camp, with 
prizes of twenty-five dollars for 
each of twenty stories to be chosen 
by a panel of selectors under the 
chairmanship of Mr. Melville Gros- 
venor, associate editor of National 
Geographic magazine. These twen- 
ty stories will be published as a 
book early in 1951, “The Camper’s 
Book of Stories,” edited by Hugh 
Allen. Details may be secured from 
Association Press, 291 Broadway, 
New York 7, N. Y. 





JULY, 1950 





PRINTED IN THE U. S. A. BY THE CUNEO PRESS, INC. 





She's SMART! 
She's got ideas! a betcil 
SHES FOR ME! , s_.. Smart Girls Earn Kors f 


_. 2% CHRISTMAS CARDS 


WANTS 
VALUES, and other Assortments ~ // Spare Cime 





®Are you a modern girl? Then you're a thrifty girl—a 
smart go-getter who knows the value of a dollar—you've 
so many uses for it! Well... you can earn LOTS of Dollars 
in your spare time .. . yes, even up to hundreds of dollars! 
Sell Artistic Christmas Greeting Cards and other Assort- 
ments. It’s easy, pleasant, and you'll make really BIG 
MONEY—your money—to spend as you wish! 


No Experience Necessary! Everyone’s A Prospect! 


Your family and relatives, friends and neighbors, club 
and school associates will ALL be eager to buy from you. 
You give customers more of what they want in Greeting 
Cards—for way less than they expect to pay! Sales come 
fast. You make up to 100% CASH PROFIT! 


SEND NO MONEY! Just send for gorgeous Christ- 

mas Assortments ON APPROVAL and FREE 

IMPRINT SAMPLES. Complete line includes 

Metallics, Plastics, Gift Wraps, All-Occasion 

Assortments. EMBOSSED NAME-IMPRINTED 

Christmas Cards at 50 for $1. Personalized Sta- 

tionery, Coasters, Book Matches. Start earning now. Send 
for your Samples TODAY! 


GIRLS! 


MAKE MONEY FOR YOUR ORGANIZATION— 
qé« acy! 
Does your group or club need new equipment —a 
library —a television set? Get together. Sell Artis- 
tic Christmas Cards and raise the money you need 
quickly, pleasantly. ACT TODAY! 
we nn enw nen e nn nnn neem eens sense eessess===4 
ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC. 
900 Way St., Elmira, N. Y. 


Send for SAMPLES OF COURSE | want to make extra money quickly and easily! Rush Sample 
on approval 21 Card Feature Christmas Assortment on approval, and FREE Samples of 


‘Mail Coupon NOW! ggg Snes. 


ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC.| 
900 Way St., Elmira, New York td 





.. AND WHEN WE START HOUSEKEEPING DEAR, PROMISE ME 


Cookies 


made with 








Buy ’em or Bake ’em 
RECIPE ON EVERY WRAPPER 


CURTISS CANDY COMPANY : Producers of Fine Foods : CHICAGO 13, ILL. 








